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TOL, L—No. 24. “MANOHESTER, Saturday, Jannary 2, 1869. 
a eee eee “Sooraxe. | “WHEN SEEN MAKE A NOTE OF.” {30/- OVERCOATS. 


Not now is this our wretched doom, 
Nor lag the moments on their way; Thoroughly substantial and fashionable garments 





























Not now our spirits fill’d with gloom— ’ at Economical prices, 
“serie ot gna ofr ss HEWITT'S -- |16/6 ALL WOOL TROUSERS 
¢ boast the felt lin’d hat of Gee’s, Black Satara Suits, 3 guineas. Over 200 patterns to select from. 
And we have endless comfort now. L New Winter textures in all the noveltios for this season 
AMES GEE, ,FASHIONABLE HATTER, HEWITT’S oledl 
The Largest Establishment in Manchester. Super Black Suits, 3} guineas. |J. S. MOSS & SOW. 
~~ tan fing, Gentlemen's Hunting and Fishing Hats, The above are mb excep- BOONOMICAL TAILORS, 
etaicers, be: Walking, Dress ‘and Sword ticks tional, and unparalleled in | 2% MABKET ST., corner of CORPORATION 8T., 
Portmantonus, Valise, Racecourse Bags, dc. ” ewe MANCHESTER. » 
fntodhes, Umbrellas &e. nes Stethoscope Holder for the history of Tailoring. 
ESTABLISHED 10 YEARS, HEWITT’S ATHERTON COAL, 
Super Black Suits, 4 gui = 
RICHARDSON, ROEBUCK, & (o., Mis mae very guiness | WELL PICKED AND. SCREENED. 
cape a ummm as _ 
’ OFFER — iS pe Ib TEA AT HEWITT’S VERY CLEAN AND DURABLE. 
. Business Suits, 3 and — : 
2) * ges eee TEA at b. 3 wo Samy om PRICE LISTS ON APPLICATION. 
an er ome 
21, MARKET PLACE, rh HEWITT’S ABRAHAM BURROWS, 
Revisep List oF PRICES ON APPLICATION. oa ae 
JOHN BLAKELEY, PROPRIETOR. Pe re, 
BLAKELEY BROTH ERS, (for a number of years Manager of the late Firm of 
MANCHESTER. HEWITT’S ne cormant wine Patent Agents, Benaijesten, begs 
announce a eo commen usiness as a raten 
fam | PORTERS OF FOREIGN WINES, 21/-, 26/-, 27/6, 80/-, & 81/6 | “Nbc Abmiagemenia of Specimens Kept at the 
=| SPIRITS, AND LIQUEURS, wasoutum or Waterproof |2mer ttc gt MY ai wo the 


Direct special attention to their fine vercoat, in’ Tweed or INDIA BUILDINGS, 20; CROSS STREET, 





, , . Mascuesrer. 
Old Irish Whisky ...18s. & 21s. per Gal. Melon. Shai eek i: BEST AND CHEAPEST 
» Scotch ,, ---188,G21s,  ;, SPECTACLES AND EYE GLASSES. 


| | Or 38s. & 44s. Dos. Case, Bottles included. THERMsS- MORGAN, OPTICIAN 
HENNESSY'S CHOICE BRANDIES |Manchester Parcels, Cash on Delivery,|_ 2°, MARKET PLACE. 
—___Price according to age. Pre-payment required when Goods are|MEERSCHAUM AMBERS, 


E NRY PIDD t out of Manchester, THE LARGEST STOCK IN MANCHESTER. 
yH cae eee MEERSCHAUMS REPAIRED 


- 24, 8ST. ANN’S SQUARE. on 
EGANT DRAWING-ROOM CLOCKS, MOUNTED BY COMPETENT WORKMEN.. 


Richly Gilt and Enamelled. 
ANDSOME DINING-ROOM CLOCKS, : T. R. WITHECOMB, 
__ In Marble and Bronse. Warranted Correct. = _ ; 284 VICTORIA STREET. 


>» i BOOT H, TAILOR, ILLIAM GARDNER, 























* al 








WATCH MANUFACTURER. 
51, CORPORATION STREET, PRICES OF SUPERIOR PATENT DETACHED 


JSTRONGLY RECOMMENDS HIS 72, MARKET ‘STREET, A, ea on a 
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3 BLACK TEA, MANCHESTER. 89/0 43 Beno whoa 
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|. WOOLFENDEN, HAT TER 2, éc., 152, Stretford Road. 
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GEORGE MACBETH 
BOYS’ TATIORER. 





I aici sennsiccsnnsniestoiienl CHRISTMAS DRESBB..........ccccccssccssesseeeeeens 20s. 
DOGG crccicvcntniniintethsenijthe PANTOMIME DRESBB...........:ccccccccseceeeeeeeees 20s. 
IE ccnvedcndtinabavevtontncetnadessided PARTY DREEBB...........ccccccerscrrecoenersscesevess 20s. 
| SA RRAS TE CEE BLUE BRAIDED DRESBB...........ceeessecsseeeeeeees 20s. 
OE sccesercmccienninsiittl YOUNG ENGLAND DRBESBB.......::cccccssesseeeeens 20s. 
DO nn cimnianintieneu BROLIDAT. DEB. BGGB........ccsrcscccserssecservervevios 20s. 
eo ccscesnseeenentle SPARISE BD RESL.....ccsicdisersirnioiiinrien 20s, 
RATE PROBOIA DRE... .ccecsrscssesssdestiesienvestess 20s. 
RNID cavtneatcteencectotsneinincnnbieiiaane gl | ER | | | SRR Epe cr nrre ti im 20s. 
OG svcicisnsntistcmdle HIGHLAND DRESS in all Clans..................... from 20s, 
ESE SNe! BETES 43320) from 10s. 





GEORGE MACBETH respectfully requests Parents before purchasing 
their Boys’ Holiday Clothing to call and inspect the large and choice stock 
of the only establishment in Manchester solely devoted to Boys’ Clothing. 


The great advance of the use of Machinery in manufacture, has induced 
G. M. to apply the same to the making, braiding, &c., of Boys’ Clothing, 
and has, by the aid of skilful mechanics, and at great cost, been enabled to 
produce machinery solely adapted for Boys’ Clothing, which ‘will be found 
firmer, stronger, neater, and considerably less in price than hand sewn. 

Fashion Sheets, directions for Self-measurement on application. 





GHORGE MACBHBTH, 
BOYS’ TAILOR, 


25, PECCA DEELEY, PIANCHIESTER. 
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‘ 36/- Per Doz. 


Parties, Suppers, &c. 














36/- Per Doz. 











AND 


IN THE KINGDOM. 


CHAMPAGNE, SPARKLING HOCK, §PARKLING MOSELLE, SPARKLING BURGUNDY, | 


36/- Per Doz. 


40/- Per Doz, 


The above are equally pure as the dearer qualities, and, from their 
excellent quality and fine flavour, we strongly Recommend them for Balls, 


Cheaper Wines can be imported, but we could not Recommend them, 
as they are not palatable. 


THE GREATEST VARIETY OF 


FORHIGN LIQUEURS, 
FORHIGN SPIRITS, 
FOREIGN WINGS, 


SUNDRIES, 








LIVERPOOL: 





JAMES SMITH AND COMPANY, 


WINE MERCHANTS, 
MANCHESTER: 26, MARKET STREET. 
11, LORD STREET. 
BIRMINGHAM: 28, HIGH STREET. 


For Winter use we specially Recommend the undernoted Useful Moderate-priced Wines : 


SHERRY, 
20/- & 24/- Per Doz. 
S. Pure Sherries Imported direct by ourselves 


; from Cadiz. 





ROUSILLON, 
20/- Per Doz. 


An Excellent Full-bodied Red Wine, from the 
South of France, resembling Port, and far 
superior to any Port to be had at the price. 





MARSALA, 
_ 18/- Per Doz. 

This Excellent Sicilian Wine, of Sherry 
character, only needs to be more known to 
become a permanent Dinner Wine with the 
bulk of the people, who cannot afford to give 


fancy prices for wines for general use. 
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new seasons rea ar Je F, MART, TEA MERCHANT, rows'sarx, SALPORD, 


129, Oldham Street, MANCHESTER. 
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AN AGREEABLE BREAKFAST BEVERAGE. Be. 


eg gS 
MAES AMACUO NE CeEeoaa, 


DANDELION CHOCOLATE POWDER. 


The Medicinal Properties of Dandelion have long been held in high esteem as one of the most popular Botanic remodies. 
All the virtues of the Plant are carefull Seuneved in this Pee tion, which is an Extract obtained at a low tem- 
perature, and which will retain, unimpaired, its medicinal properties for any length of time, and in any climate. 


PREPARED BY ROBERT HAMPSON, 
(LATHE PYIN,) 


PHARMACEUTICAL CHEMIST, 68, PICCADILLY, MANCHESTER, 
SOLD IN CANISTERS AT 1s. 6d. AND 2s. 9d. EACH, BY CHEMISTS GENERALLY. 


qa BE AS. HE W ® =, 


. (LATE A. L. PARIS). 
BOYS’ OVERCOATS 
YOUTHS’ OVERCOATS 
In Blue Witney, well made, and very strong. 


THE ONLY HOUSE IN MANCHESTER SOLELY DEVOTED TO BOYS’ CLOTHING OF EVERY DESCRIPTION. 
Female Assistants and Private Rooms for trying on Children’s Apparel, to show the various styles. 


102, MARKET STREET, OPPOSITE HIGH STREET. 


FIRE AND SCARCITY OF WATER. 
LEX TINCTEUR 


PORTABLE AND SHELF-ACTING FIRE ENGINE. 


INVALUABLE FOR ARRESTING FIRES IN THEIR EARLY STAGES. 


DEPOT—46, CORPORATION STREET, MANCHESTER. 
W. B. DICK & Co. Sole Maker. JAMES SINCLAIR, Agent. 


WHITH AND SOUND THETH 


ENSURED BY USING 



































JEWSBURY AND BROWNS 
ORIENTAL TOOTH PASTE 


This old established and increasingly favourite Dentifrice has been FORTY YEARS before the Public, and is strongly 
recommended by Medical and other Testimony—it is pleasant and agreeable to the taste, may be relied on as safe and effi 
cious, being composed of vegetable substances, blended with a variety of the most fragrant compounds, and absolutely fre 
from the least admixture of any mineral or pernicious ingredient. 


The ORIGINAL and ONLY GENUINE is manufactured SOLELY by 


JEWSBURY AND BROWN, CHEMISTS, MARKET STREET, MANCHESTER 


And is distinguishable by the AvtocraPn S1onaTure of the Proprietors, and the TRADE Mark. Particular attention should 
be paid to these guarantees of genuineness, a8 NUMEROUS IMITATIONS are offered for sale, 
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THE “ FLORENCE” J 
LOCKSTITCH SEWING MACHINES 


ARE THE BEST. 
THEY WILL HEM, FELL, TUCK, CORD, BRAID, BIND, QUILT, GATHER, AND SEW 054 
BAND AT THE SAME TIME. 
MAKE FOUR DIFFERENT STITCHES, and have many advantages possessed by 20 sit 
Machines, including the REVERSIBLE FEED, for fastening off the ends of seams 
without removing the work from the Machine. 
PROSPECTUSES AND SAMPLES FRED. 


19 & 21, BLACKFRIARS STREET, CORNER OF DEANSGATE. 
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THACKERAY AS AN ARTIST. 


OVELISTS are not always fortunate in their choice of 
N artists to illustrate their stories. But, indeed, although 
we have many draughtsmen superlatively gifted, it would be 
difficult to find one amongst them with powers varied enough to 
illustrate a story thoroughly. A great novelist is not likely, 
however, to trouble himself much about the capabilities of his 
illustrator, feeling that his own peculiar gift, helped by his 
reader's imagination, are all that is needful for the realisation of 
the characters, incidents, and localities of his tales. We are not 
surprised, therefore, at Dickens beginning his Pickwick Papers 
in company with an inferior caricaturist, such as Seymour ; and, 
Seymour having shot himself, taking up with Hablot K. Browne 
instead, and going on, apparently quite contented, with him 
ever since, Nevertheless, seeing that Dickens’s books are illus- 
trated, we would rather the etchings had been by an abler hand. 
Oliver Twist, of all his novels, is the only one that has had 
justice done to it. In it we have the rare pleasure of seeing two 
men of genius, Cruikshank and Dickens, working hand-in-hand. 
Boz deserves a better artist than Phiz. It is oftenest so. But 
sometimes the arrangement is reversed; and we have a great 
artist working for an inferior author—Cruikshank, for instance, 
in company with Harrison Ainsworth, illustrating his Yack 
Sheppard for him. Lucky Ainsworth! Cruikshank’s genius will 
carry your questionable novel into the year 2000 for you, or 
farther. 

Now and then we find artists accompanying themselves with 
the pen, but we rarely hear of authors attempting to realise their 
conceptions with the pencil; and, setting aside the supposed 
feeling of the great ones in the matter, is it desirable they should 
doso? Undoubtedly it is—when they can; for, as the inven- 
tive author sees his characters completely and harmoniously, he 
will, of course, if he can draw what he sees, draw them truer 
than anyone else. So, though we are always in doubt, when we 
take up PAc/ip, whether Mr. Walker’s Tufton Hunt or the little 
sister be really Thackeray’s, we have none whatever that Jeames, 
Costigan, and Major Pendennis are faithful portraits of the indi- 
viduals themselves. Just consider what it would be worth to us 
to have Scott’s idea of Dominie Sampson or Baillie Nicol Jarvie 
drawn for us by Scott’s own hand. As it is, no artist has yet 
realised the Dominie. Leslie’s is the nearest approach to the 
truth, but even he is a long way off. Thackeray is the only 
instance where the two gifts—literary and artistic—have, in a 
high degree, been combined. He could and did realise with 
the pencil, and etching-point, to a considerable extent. His 
Peggy O’Dowd and Pitt Crawley’s are here; and, although his 
drawing is occasionally poor, we may well excuse—no, not 
excuse— care nothing for all shortcomings, except the most 
glaring. 

Thomas Hood could draw, and he cracked many a joke and 
made may a pun with his pencil; but, clever though most of 
his illustrations are, and valuable as the graphic thoughts of a 
unique genius, he never appeared to care for, or to have any 
appreciation of the graceful or beautiful. You find nothing in 
him beyond the funny, or broadly humorous, and such a pre- 





ponderance of the ugly withal that his cuts disfigure most of the 
pages where they occur. We often wish they had been con- 
signed to some limbo of an appendix. They sadly need a 
touch of grace to redeem them from the grossness which, un- 
doubtedly, is too abundant. Out of the hundreds he drew, the 
only one we can ever call to mind with pleasure is, that of his 
maid announcing Mr. Grimaldi. The expression of her face— 
so full of surprise, and delight at the remembrance of Joe’s 
wonderful grimaces—is really fine. 

The little Christmas book, A/rs. Perkins’s Ball, is the only 
instance we have of Thackeray the artist accompanying 
Thackeray the author with the pen. Mr. and Mrs. Perkins 
and guests are all drawn with great care and vigour, and are 
so full of individual character that, in their way, as satirical 
sketches, they have never been beaten. Greatly preferable, 
however, is Thackeray the author, pencil in hand, though with 
it he hadn’t power sufficient to give those fine distinctions of 
individual character in either his beautiful young women or 
handsome young men, unequalled though he was —at least in 
modern times—in pourtraying delicate shades of difference in 
them with his pen. In the illustrations, his Pendennis, George 
Osborne, and Mr. Beaumons are all too much like one another ; 
his Amelia, Laura, and Miss Amory are failures ; and no wonder, 
for to give beauty, and marked individuality along with it, requires 
not only great artistic gifts, but considerable practice as well. 
Nothing short of a Leslie or Millais will. satisfy in that particu- 
lar. Thackeray couldn’t draw Amelia ; his Glorvina is better— 
is good. The illustrations to The Great Hoggarty Diamond are 
unworthy of him; they do not assist the story in the slightest. 
Those to Dr. Birch and his young Friends are very much 
better ; but it is in his great works, such as Vanity Fair, that 
we are most anxious to see what he has accomplished. We don’t 
so much care what Miss Bunion or the Mulligan was like; but 
would much like to see the effigies of Becky Sharpe or Dobbin 
drawn by the man who first conceived them. 

There can be no doubt that Thackeray had clear pictures of 
all his characters—his Amelia, Mrs. O’Dowd, and the rest—in 
his mind, but he couldn’t always draw thoroughly what he saw 
so distinctly. He couldn’t even retain the features of some of 
his principal figures through a succession of illustrations. In 
this he was far below such a draughtsman as Phiz. But in his 
writings the characters are so nicely shaded ; the markings so 
slight ; shortcomings and little weaknesses hinted at so faintly, 
they are like real individuals, and as difficult to draw to our 
satisfaction as are the portraits of our most intimate friends. 
Rawdon Crawley never in the etchings or woodcuts shews the 
same features twice, and in Becky he has failed utterly, except- 
ing as a girl, mimicking Miss Pinkerton and Jemima with her 
dolls. But in Becky’s case this is not surprising, for who on 
earth could draw a perfectly satisfactory portrait of that remark- 
able young woman? To do so would require all the nice 
discrimination of a Leslie—a great favourite of ours the reader 
perceives—and something over and above. A pretty, (so we are 
told, but it is barely credible,) fascinating, heartless creature, 
with green eyes—a mixture of hazel and grey—full of fun and 
brilliancy when under excitement ; filled with coldness and hate 
when not. A bad forehead ; thin lips ; upper lip long, denoting 
strength of character; a brilliant complexion; lithe limbs; beau- 
tiful hands and feet. We have all the features, but to put them 
together defies us ; and Thackeray, without colour, without light 
and shade even, with nothing but the etching-point, tried—and 
failed. His realization doesn’t in the least help us to a glimpse 
of the real Becky. George Osborne, the selfish dandy, but with 
a_sense of honour in him, is pretty well; his qualities were 
negative, mostly, and are negatively expressed. He was merely 
what school-girls would call a handsome young man, with Oh! 
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such whiskers! A barber's dummy in fact, and as such 
Thackeray has drawn him, The elder Osborne is the best 
drawn character in the book: Thackeray has realised him to 
perfection. So he has the great Miss Barbara Pinkerton in the 
act of composing her note to Miss Sedley’s parents. Every 
reader should feel thankful to Thackeray for such a careful 
rendering of that important lady. The portraits of old Sir Pitt 
Crawley are mostly bad : but look at him on his knees proposing 
to Becky. There you have him to the life. Becky in the same 
cut is not recognisable. The young Dobbin (Figs) under the 
tree in the playground, absorbed in Zhe Arabian Nights, is 
remarkably fine. The large-jointed, slovenly schoolboy, rapidly 
outgrowing his jacket and knee-patched trousers, is given with 
rare fidelity. Jos Sedley, a fat buck in Hessian boots, is a 
failure ; the fat that is on him is not the fat of a young man. 

In his minor characters Thackeray is almost invariably 
successful, The supercilious, sniggering Jones, for instance, 
reading Vanity Fair at his club: how realistic it makes the 
whole affair until you almost believe in it as a matter of fact. 
Miss Jemima, too, is fine; so is Sambo, the black footman. 
Miss Swartz turning round on the music-stool is a perfect 
portrait, full of good-nature and thick-lipped animation. George 
Osborne’s man, Trotter, is a faithful portrait, as any one may see 
ata glance. Lord Steyne is good and well rendered wherever he 
appears. The sheriff-officer’s men and young Jew doorkeepers 
of the sponging house are true to the life. The German student 
at Becky’s bedroom door at, the “ Elephant” is hideously ugly 
and truthful, But pleasanter to look upon is Mr. Chopper setting 
off to dine with Captain Dobbin: his careful wife turning him 
out, as bright as possible, without a speck, to the great admira- 
tion of herself and children, and he, beaming with delight, 
putting the finishing touches to his toilet by drawing on a pair 
of white cotton gloves, promising his wife not to punish Captain 
D.’s port too severely. How different in spirit from the German 
student. 

Thackeray etched with the hand of a master. His handling 
was always firm; no scratchings anywhere; no scrawling 
either, or catching at effect. Every line with him means some- 
thing, not in his etchings alone, but in everything he drew. He 
was unequal, as who is not; but of all his full-page illustrations 
we only remember one that is positively bad, namely, the scene 
at Vauxhall in Vanity Fair. The drawing of George Osborne’s 
legs so disproportionate to the body—mere sticks—is so puerile 
that it disfigures the book. The only good bit in the picture is 
the drunken man intended for Jos. In the Virginians some of 
the etchings are full of grace, and excellent as compositions. 
One, “ The Welcome,” Harry Warrington succoured by the 
Lambert family, is particularly fine. Another, “ Sir George, My 
Lady and their Master,” is equally so. Next to Vanity Fair we 
rank the illustrations to the Virginians. Pendennis is not nearly 
so thoughtfully or carefully done, Whilst engaged on it he 
probably felt the double work—writing and drawing—too much 
for him, and so thrust the least important somewhat aside. 

But of all his pictorial work his initial letters, to our thinking, 
are the best. They are his texts. Many of them gems, in their 
way, of fancy, simplicity, drollery, or grotesque humour. Some 
of his happiest thoughts are rounded off in these little things, 
and not only has he used his own stores unsparingly, but every- 
thing available in Shakespere, Heraldry, History, Classical 
Literature, Nursery Tales, Fables, Proverbs, and the Scriptures 
is pressed into service, yet always in combination with something 
from his own fancy,—some quaint twist given, or sparkling 
ornament added, to the reading. The bare enumeration of them 
would fill considerable space ; we must content ourselves with 
naming only a few. The good Samaritan, sirens, mermaids, a 
cat looking at a king, the three witches in Macbeth, Pyramus 





and Thisbe, the sower, Shylock whettifg his knife, Othello 
smothering his wife, and three especial favourites of ours—Becky 
sitting on the loop of the letter P aiigling for a thick-set, deep- 
bellied carp (Jos of course) ; the same lady in @ cocked hat as 
Napoleon at St. Helena; and Jos as Falstaff with Mrs. Rawdon 
Crawley as Mrs. Page. The thought in thesé little things is 
always ahead of the artistic element, though that is generally 
far above the average. Instances of the two great gifts—the 
literary and artistic—united in one person are never likely to be 
other than rare. Thackeray was largely endowed with both, 
His etchings and wood blocks are therefore of peculiar value, 
They ought to be highly prized, and will be more and more so 
as he himself is farther removed from us. 


”* 
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‘LONDON. 


T may, at first sight, appear somewhat presumptuous to pro- 
pose to polish off the metropolis of the world in some few 
columns; and if we intended to publish an exhaustive treatise 
on the subject, our presumption might not appear any less at 
second sight. But, in point of fact, we only purpose mentioning 
three matters which seem to us to be the distinctive features of 
London, and to correct a few errors which are current in popular 
opinion on the matter, by the way. 

London is common to all England, and in any town in England 
is as much a local topic as the election of the local beadle or the 
condition of the parish pump, We all of us have to go upto 
London at some time or other in our lives. Men have to go up 
on business ; women have to go up on pleasure ; girls havetogo 
up to get finished—and finished they get, with a vengeance—and 
boys have to go up to get experienced in the ways of the world 
The place has a fascination. Before one goes to it, one likes to 
hear about it ; after one has been to it, one likes to talk aboutit 
We get educated into a sort of superstitious awe of it ; the sight 
of its vastness, and business, and grandeur, and wealth increase 
it; and we return to our provincial homes impressed more 
deeply than ever with a species of reverence for it—to educate 
the next generation into the same. To maintain that this 
reverence is a mockery, a delusion, and a snare, is the first of 
the three objects which we have proposed to ourselves, 

Flying visits do not suffice to give one an idea of London 
We may get a notion of its size, its wealth, its traffic, and its 
sights, from casual visits ; but to begin to understand its charac- 
ter, one must live in it. A glamour hangs about the place for 
months, For months everything isa mirage. One looksaround 
one through the spectacles of awe. When first one feels that 
one is really left alone in it, the immensity of it strikes the mind 
so painfully that the sense of insignificance which comes upon ont 
is absolutely overwhelming. One cannot be, do, or suffer, with 
out continually thinking what a paltry, little mite of existent 
one is. But live in the place. Eat, drink, and sleep in it, Gt 
used to it. In a while the morbid feeling fades away. Ont 
begins to feel one is almost an average mortal—one feels one is 
quite an average mortal—one feels one is rather more than a 
average mortal—one feels one is considerably superior to the 
ordinary run of mankind—one feels, in fact, more self-satisied 
than ever one did; for, whereas one only felt before that on 
was a local genius, one now feels that one is a metropolitad 
genius. A sensation of pride at being familiar with what ot 
once stood in awe of, and what one’s friends still stand in av 
of, supersedes. In fact one becomes, in course of time,a priggish, 
bloated, insufferable Cockney ; and it is the Cockney contempt 
for what is provincial, and the corresponding provincial respet 
for what is Cockney, which is the mockery, the delusion aid 
the snare, — 
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The Cockney depreciates the provinces simply out of self- 
conceit, because he thinks~—with an acuteness which is a fair 
sample of his intelligence—that having been born in the greater 
place, he is, therefore, the greater man. The provinces respect 
the Cockney simply out of ignorance, because they see him 
“through a glass” a—magnifying glass. It is all a farce—this 
respect and this contempt. Of course, in all things, tip-top 
talent generally finds its way ‘to London ; and so far as tip-top 
talent is concerned, London is, accordingly, superior to every 
other place. But tip-top talent is an exceptional thing. What 
we would emphasize is, that metropolitan mediocrity is no better 
than provincial mediocrity. People firmly believe it is. People 
respect and admire men and things simply because they are 
metropolitan. It is an utter mistake. What creates remark 
and approbation in a provincial town of any importance, would 
create the same in London, It is ignorance to suppose it is so 
clever and superior. In the case of our own town, the balance 
turns in our favour. We have better taste. Setting aside 
supreme ability, in every department of life which we have in 
common, we are equal to the metropolis. In local men, in local 
management, in literature, in the industries, and in the profes- 
sions, Manchester is as good as London any day of the week— 
and better on Sundays. We assert, in all seriousness, that the 
belief in the superiority of the metropolis, both in men and 
things, widely spread, and devoutly held, and acted upon though 
it be, is a delusion. 

This commonplaceness of the metropolis is the first feature 
that strikes us. The second is its affliction with the plague of 
fashion. It would be hard, indeed, to find a place where the 
supreme goddess had not a shrine. But London is her head- 
quarters. She has images everywhere, but the idol herself is 
erected there. It is there that her painted face grins beneath her 
false hair. It is not at the West-end alone that she is wor- 
shipped. Eaton Place and Belgrave Square are her birthright, 
and she has a claim to bethere. But her religion permeates 
downwards, In the lowest depths to which she descends, the 
worship of her displays itself chiefly in timid loyalty. The 
amount of morbid allegiance to royalty resident in streets and 
courts in London is perfectly unknown in provincial towns. 
The quantity of fulsome small-talk that goes on about “the 
Prince”—in default of there being a Queen to talk about—is 
most offensive to provincial taste. Loyalty is all very well, 
but this morbid garrulity arises, not from the fact that he is the 
prince of England, but from the fact that he is the prince of 
fashion. This is not wholesome loyalty, but pernicious cant. Still, 
itis natural. Royalty lives in London, so it is not to be wondered 
at that London lives in royalty. The cla’s of which we have 
been speaking knows no better; but the class above it does— 
or ought to do—and it is just as bad. The quantity of fashion- 
able rubbish that is talked—of driving in the Park to be seen, of 
roing to the opera that is not appreciated, of being chaperoned 

% dances that are not enjoyed, of putting on dress-coats and 
lov dresses for dinners that are not relished, of attending as- 
senblies that are a bore, of paying calls that are mere forms, of 
traelling miles to leave cards that are tossed into a card-basket, 
of shiling heartless smiles, of paying of hollow compliments, of 
bowig of frigid bows, and of touching of stolid hands, which is 
perpérated in that London every day—is enough to make one 
wish Qe “was a Cassowary,” even engaged on a meal of cold 
missionry and hymn book. There is, at least, some heartiness 
In cannialism. 

From bis horrible, heartless fashion, one actually turns with 
what feel§almost like relief to that general immorality which is 
the third \stinctive characteristic of London. We question 

whether it } any good to use a despondent tone. The world 
laughs, and\joes not believe, But really it is difficult to do 


a 





otherwise when one looks around at the state of things It isa 
shady prospect for the next generation. Times historically 
flagitious may have been worse in the outward manifestations of 
inward corruption, but it requires an effort to believe that they 
were really much worse than the time which is just coming. 
Between secret and open immorality the apparent difference is 
far greater than the real one. At present a scrutiny at home is 
not satisfactory; but London is advanced a stage further in 
disease, and symptoms are just beginning to be apparent on the 
surface. When one looks. below, the sight is indeed horrible. 
It always had the reputation of being a big, wicked place ; and 
really it deserves its fame. The air is impregnated with immo- 
rality. We do not mean actual, tangible vice, but lack of 
principle. The atmosphere is relaxing to the moral system. 
Nobody believes in honour ; everybody might be tumbled over 
into sin with a feather. And the amount of actual vice which is 
already existent is a dreadful sum-total. The professionally 
vicious are an enormous class; but then they always were ; and 
besides, it is their profession, after all, and does not startle one 
so much. But when one finds the professionaily virtuous pretty 
nearly as bad as the professionally vicious, one cannot help feel- 
ing a little confounded. Manchester never talks of what London 
talks about. Manchester never hears what is on the tip of 
London’s tongue. Manchester knows comparatively nothing of 
England’s great men; London knows a good deal about them— 
at least, about the men whom Manchester thinks great. London 
knows enough about almost every great man to turn him into a 
very small man, indeed. The provinces are’ comparatively in- 
nocent. They may be prepared to believe that the aristocracy 
is rotten to the core; but they are not prepared to believe that 
the great commoners who guide and govern them, who sit in the 
high places of the land, who are clothed in purple and fine linen, 
whose names read so well in the newspapers, and whom they 
are so proud to get to patronise the local bazaar or preside at the 
local meeting, are no better than the aristocracy—white hypo- 
crites, whose “noble sentiments” are chessmen, whose righteous 
indignation is a performance, and whose alleged “ principles” 
are their stock-in-trade. In all places vice is prevalent, but in 
high places it is rampant. We have no great opinion of the 
world’s morality; but we do believe that if it only knew 
what sort of men its rulers were, it would trample them under 
its feet to-morrow. Still, men were always bad, and yet the 
world has wagged. One can look on bad men with simple 
contempt. It is when women begin to falter that the outlook is 
grievous. To paint may seem a trifle. If it were confined to a 
few fashionable ladies, it would be a trifle ; ‘but when, walking 
about the London streets—fashionable or unfashionable—St, 
James’s or St. Giles’s—one sees almost every girl who has the 
least pretension to good looks (except an occasional actress) 
plastered with pigments, the matter becomes serious. The 
provinces do not believe that this is so. They think it is an 
invention of the Saturday Review. Willing to believe that a 
few fast females daub themselves after the manner of savages, 
they condemn the sweeping assertions of modern satirists, who 
would include all women in the barbarous category. The ladies 
feebly mutter commonplaces about “good complexions,” and 
“ want of charity,” and “fine heads of hair.” As though paint 
ever yet resembled natural colour, and as though back-hair 
was usually of so different a shade to front that the two 
tints are divided by a hard and fast line! As for hair, 
one may see at the play and opera dozens of creatures who 
flaunt monstrous piles of pirti-coloured stuff, with the most 
brazen impudence. There they sit and gibber, with one-coloured) 
hair in front, ahd another behind—the one ending, and the other 
beginning, at a mathematical straight line. They know that 
every beholder in the house could not only swear the pile is false, 
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but point out the precise place where the lie is hair-pinned on. 
As for paint, there are streets in London, full of women, where 
you can no more see a woman’s face than in the Great Sahara. 
When painting is thus popular, it is a symptom, Others are 
not wanting. Besides outrages in costume, the loose character 
of entertainments, the cool manner in which vices are taken for 
granted, the impudent manner in which sin is not only received 
in society but preferred to virtue, the style of conversation, the 
growing boldness of what once was shame, the profligacy of 
those who are in any way able and distinguished—above all, the 
conduct of women, and the fact that they have entirely lost the 
respect and deference of men—all these things are dark fore- 
bodings. 

From darker and sadder phases of London immorality we may 
not lift the veil. And, as for moral, we leave parents and 
guardians who have been wont to regard the metropolis as an 
admirable educational institution, to draw it for themselves. 


- 


A CHAPTER OF AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 
BY A BILIOUS BACHELOR. 
Man delights not me, nor woman neither.—Hamde?. 

R. GLADSTONE has written his chapter of autobiography, and 

why should not I? Naturally, I believe I am not radically bad 

or bloodthirsty ; indeed, partial friends have, at times, pronounced me 
**a brick ;”” but when a man is suffering from ill treatment, dyspepsia, 
and an over secretion of bile, his failings are not likely to lean to 
virtue’s side. From the quotation at-the head of this chapter, I judge 
that the Prince of Denmark was, like myself, a hypochondriac, a misan- 
thrope, and a misogynist. I ama victim to neglect, and am undergoing 
the consequences of a course of Christmas stuffing and cramming. Ham- 
let’s wrongs are notorious. That it was not Christmas at Elsinore, we 
learn from a few words spoken by Marcellus, when, referring to the 
appearance of the Ghost, he says that at that season ‘‘ No spirit dares 
Nevertheless, I 
am inclined to think that Hamlet’s liver was disordered, and that he, too, 
had been indulging. 





stir abroad, so hallowed and so gracious is the time.” 


He alludes to the carousals which were going on 
‘fas heavy-headed revels,” speaking of them as every-day occurrences ; 
and, during his fatal fencing bout with Laertes, his mother declares that 
her son ‘is fat and scant of breath.” JZ have no wrongs communicated. 
to me by sepulchral and supernatural ghosts. Mine are of the earth, 
earthy ; I am a disappointed politician. A fortnight since, when the 
new Ministry was in a state of incubation, I remained within doors for 
six entire days, waiting for Mr. Gladstone’s telegram, which never 
arrived. Why Mr. Milner Gibson and myself should have been left out, 
and Hartington provided for, is a mystery which I cannot make out. 
True, we have no seats, but neither has the Marquis ; and I have one in. 
the Parish Church, which is more than 4¢ has; and I have reason to 
know that, had Bullocksmithy been enfranchised, I should have been 
elected. Even Mr. Stansfeld’s post—the very last joint in the Govern- 
ment tail—would have been better than nothing. Indeed, it would just 
have suited me, as its duties, as described by Mr. Stansfeld, are to give 
** consecutive thought to the policy of finance ;” and, although, like the: 
man’s taciturn parrot, I am no talker, still Iam ‘‘a beggar to think.’” 
These are my political grievances, which will have to be accounted for, 
and, for the explanation, I say, with Jaques, the Chancellor of the: 
Exchequer— 
T'll stay to know at your abandon'd cave. 

In addition to the abominable treatment which I have received from 
the ministry, I am suffering from a surfeit of Christmas gormandising,. 
and most particularly from a course of turkey, in many shapes. Turkey, 
with its appendages, is my detestation, and why it should have super- 





seded the time-honoured goose I am at a loss to know. Formerly it 
used to be a stubble goose at Michaelmas and a goose at Christmas, 
with turkey thrown in. Now it is turkey, turkey, turkey, until I am as 
much overdone with it as Jack Falstaff was with Ford,-and feel inclined 
to express myself in the coarse language adopted by that amusing 
sensualist. For eight consecutive days have I dined out, and the odious 
bird has been the staple dish at every table. Likes and dislikes between 
individuals are generally mutual, and, by some mysterious agency, the 
hatred which I bear to the dead fowl is reciprocated by the living bird, 
I have frequently to pass a farm yard where there is a flock of turkeys. 
The instant I appear ‘‘ Jock” sets up his tail, ruffles his feathers, com- 
mences gobbling, and, sticking out his chest, he struts and frets about 
the yard like a tragedian playing to the gods. Two days since I went 
to settle a small matter of business with Mrs. Muirhead, and was recom- 
mended to buy a turkey. ‘Turkey me no turkeys,” I began with, ina 
rage, but it was of no avail; there was no resisting the blandishments 
of that most industrious and estimable lady, so I sneaked out of the shop 
with the turkey wrapped up in brown paper, making believe that it was 
a parcel of Mudie’s books. I had not gone ten yards before I met old 
Hopkins, who, with a grin on his face, remarked, ‘‘ Ah! been getting 
your turkey I see.” Getting indeed! I was so disgusted that I could 
have thrown Hopkins, turkey and all, over the railings into the Irwell, 
but there were so many cabmen and people about that I had no chance, 
so I gave it to a widow with a large family who lives nearme. “Thank 
heaven,” said I, ‘‘that is done with. To-morrow to fresh fields and 
pastures new.” It was ordered otherwise. Following the custom of 
my countrymen, and wishing te qualify myself as a representative man, 
with Bullocksmithy in the distance, I put several coins, impressed with 
the image of Her Majesty, into various raffles for Christmas cheer, con- 
sisting of pheasants, geese, fowls, hares, bottles containing sundry 
decoctions, one shoulder of mutton, and an entire pig weighing heaven 
knows how many score, and of course I—lost ; not at all, I won a con- 
founded turkey. Incensed, I put it up again at half its value, and the 
accursed biped a second time fell to my lot. What ultimately became 
of it I know not ; perhaps its legs in a devilled state I may have con- 
sumed since. ll that I know is that I feel like Prometheus chained to 
the rock of Caucasus, with a great turkey cock instead of a vulture 
tearing and gnawing at my vitals, 

At this season of the year the butcher’s shops are quite too much for 
me. Some folks can stand inspecting the carcases of slaughtered beasts 
until their mouths water at the ghastly sight, like Trollope’s commercial 
traveller, Moulder, who bought his Christmas dinner a fortnight previous 
and gloated over it as it hung every day meanwhile. I would naira 
soon regale myself upom the gory locks of the blood bolter’d Banquo. 


new style of art has arisen among the butchers. A sucking pig with a 
apple in its mouth is just endurable, although it is unpleasantly like @ 
baby, but rows of slaughtered animals—some of them with headless 
carcases, some cut into quarters, and others with their heads and tails 
left on as in life, thejr flayed and dressed bodies with patterns traced on 
their ribs, put together again in various attitudes giving a ideous 


imitation of life—are to me a ghastly spectacle. In walking<o town 
last week I passed such innumerable rows of slaughtered /ullocks, 
heifers, sheep, and pigs in all combinations of forms, that the feelings of 
early youth returned, and I fancied that I saw Bluebeard’g wives sus- 
pended by the hair of their heads in the forbidden cham¥r, and the 
body of Cassim Baba, cut into quarters, hanging in the pbbers’ cave, 
and stitched together again by Mustapha, the cobbler. 

Under ordinary circumstances, and in moderation, fhristmas festi- 
vities are enjoyable enough ; but now everything is ovefione, and when 
the weather is soaking wet, and the day falls on a pr making three 
consecutive days given up to feasting, intermittent srozing, and night- 
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mare, it beeomes a seridtis matter. You can’t take up a periodical or 
newspaper that is not crammed full of Christmas matter ; churches and 
domestic dwellings are over-decorated with holly and misletoe ; if you 
enter an hotel, the chances are that you are pounced upon by some 
kitchen-maid, who nearly garrottes you, and, after kissing you, expects a 
douceur in return. Aroint thee, wench! I like it not. On Christmas 
eve I could not sleep a wink, and several times, when just in the act of 
dropping off, stentorian voices beneath my window called upon me to 
‘*hawake—saleut the ’appy morn.” ‘Then all my young nieces and 
nephews called to wish me the compliments of the season—of course 
without the least reference to the presents which they annually expect 
from me. I took them all to the pantomime one n‘ght. They seemed 
to enjoy it well enough ; I didn’t. It is like every other pantomime— 
glaring with light and horribly noisy, The chief features of modern 
pantomimes seem to me to be glittering transformation scenes and 
women’s legs. Bah! What is there in vistas of female legs, nine- 
tenths of which are padded spindle shanks? I am heathen enough to 
think the harlequinade the best part of a pantomime. I like the fun of 
the Clown and Pantaloon, and admire the spangles of Harlequin and 
twinkling feet of Columbine. My old enemy, the turkey, turned up 
during the performance, and got roughly handled in a row with a 
policeman. 


THE MANCHESTER POST-OFFICE. 
fortnight since we complained of the letter carriers being allowed 
to look upon and ask for New Year’s Gifts asa right. The Post- 
master of Manchester has given notice of a very arbitrary act. The fees 
for boxes in Brown-street are again to be raised another guinea. Con- 
sidering that the boxes are already a saving and a source of revenue to 
the Post-office, we consider it a very harsh proceeding. We understand 
that the deliveries both in the town and suburbs are to be increased, 
which is an improvement, and possibly many parties who now have 
boxes may give them up. The Money Order Office is still open to 
improvement. Last week we had occasion to cash an order, and we 
were kept waiting exactly twenty-five minutes. At another time our 
messenger was detained three quarters of an hour. Nothing could be 
more simple than to send some additional clerks to the counter when it 
is crowded. The other clerks don’t appear to be overwhelmed with 
work. As Mr, Ruskin would say, itis a waste of force. Sydney Smith 
used to assert that railway accidents would not be provided against until 
afew peers, bishops, and directors had been killed. It may be the 
same with the Post-office, and when Lord Hartington, the Duke of 
Montrose, Lord Stanley of Alderley, and other postmasters have to 
collect their own money orders (if they ever get any), perhaps we may 
have a change, 


CRUMBS OF COMFORT. 
By a Crusty OLD BACHELOR. 
BE cheerful on your wedding day—reprieves sometimes come at the 
last moment. 

A lean husband leaves a fat widow. 

A ‘dutiful child is like a wooden leg—a great comfort under the 
circumstances, 

A shrewish temper—like a patchet boot is sure to break out again— 
and a/ways shows. 

Better the annoyance of a piano through a party wall than your 
neighbour’s wife for a mother-in-law. When the hen crows, the cock 
goes out for a holiday. 

Solomon was a wise man and knew bettet than to be all oné woman’s 
husband, 

To let your wife have the last word is to tempt her to worse mischief. 

Judicious opposition creates the strongest confubial attachment. 

4 psy a wife never thinks much of her husband’s acquaintances. 

en kissing commences at an eveni art ou may ‘“‘act a 
charade” and mizzle-too, nee a . 


_ The frown of a flirt is about the silliest thing she permits herself to 
indulge in, 


A single man may do a good deal in the way of sneaking off home 
before ceasing to get invitations out. 











THE PANTOMIMES. 


GOODY TWO-SHOES AT THE PRINCE'S. 


[BY OUR RHYMING CHRONICLER. ] 
PROLOGUE, 

To those who find that Christmas brings 
A congeries of ills, 

Whose Christmas carol’s drear refrain 
Is—bills ; bills ; bills ; 

We frankly say—these stanzas shun, 
Too childish is their theme ; 

They are but meant for those whose cares 
Weigh lighter than a dream ; 


Whose Christmas is a jubilee ; 
A round of joys and toys. 

God bless ’em ! What they do mot know— 
Those little girls and boys. 

But stay—where are we drifting to? 
*Twere wiser to depend 

On precedent, and leave this kind 
Of ‘* goody” to the end, 


So sing a song of nonsense, 
A budget full of rhymes, 

Half a score of stanzas 
About the Pantomimes. 

The Prince’s is in Oxford Street, 
Brilliant and funny ; 

The Royal is in Peter Street, 
And amply worth the money ; 

The Queen’s is in Spring Gardens, 
As everybody knows, 

And we'll ‘go in like a black” bird, 
To hit off the shows, 





GOODY TWO-SHOES. 
In A B C sequence the Princes’s stands first, 
And by no means the worst ; 
For William Brough’s the reverse of a muff 
At this playfully-pleasant, extravagant stuff, 
But writes you with care, 
And his piece to a hair 
Always fits with a moral as strong as ‘twill bear 


If we happened to say, 
In an off-handed way, 
We were scarcely au fait at discerning a play, 
It would not be to speak as a chronicler should 
(And, indeed, when one thinks of it, 
Telling THe SPHinx of it, 
Would not do a certain contributor good) ; 
But—what with the demons, the imps, and the fairies, 
The wonderful scenery, 
Flood, field, and greenery, 
And mountain and valley, 
And what with the beauteous, bewildering ballet, 
The music, the glitter, fun, frolic, and din— 
We scarce need ask pardon for asking you where is 
The puzzle we're puzzled how best to begin ? 


As a matter of course, in all ‘* openings” you've got 
The magical home 
Of fairy or gnome ; 
And whether the spet 
Be a cool, shady grot, 
Or a dell, 
Or a cell, 
Or a place we en passant will simply term—hot, 
In their chosen retreat 
The ‘‘myrmidons” meet, 
To kindly enlighten you as to the plot. 
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In the case under notice ‘tis fairies you see, 
All ‘out on the spree,” 
And a pig vidgeon Williams, within an old tree, 
Is fiddling away at an eldrich tune, 
By the light of the moon, 
Whilst a mushroom or toad-stool their table supplics ; 
And, to judge from its size, 
It would not surprise 
Us to find that the ‘*spawn” it was grown from was got 
From Edwin Waugh’s ‘‘ florist,” whom, ’twixt us and you, 
We are learning to view 
In the light of a—kind of a—just so—why not ? 


In the course of the piece you discover that history, 
In spite of embellishment, pageant, and mystery, 
And the adding of jokes in galore, and broad fun to it, 
Has had a fair measure of fair justice done to it. 
And here don’t suppose 
We are banded with those 
Who ‘pick out the bits” to “insert” in the papers : 
By gum, we don’t cut such piratical capers. 
No! ’tis ours just to hint at the sights to be seen, 
That those who are mean, 
And intensely unwilling 
To part with a shilling, 
May read, and with envy turn purple or green, 
Or ultra-marine, 
Like a Pantomime scene, 
And bite off their ten finger-ends with the spleen. 


Scene Two we'll entitle the scene-shifters’ friend. 
In the form of a mist it appears to descend ; 
Tis stupid—but kind, 
Being chiefly designed 
To enable the folks who are busy behind 
To set ‘Goody's Cottage.” This lady has views 
Which are almost ambitious 
Enough to be vicious, 
In such a delicious 
And dainty young damsel, and yet you excuse 
The poor girl, for she gets into grief and new shoes 
And a dread ‘ul dilemma—then bitterly rues, 
And—a prey to the blues, 
Is abducted—when KINDHELART comes forward to sing 
A ballad to bring 
The scene to a close quite correct and gentecly, 
And the song that she sings is by some one named Bealey. 


Scene Four is—Hi! what’s this tumbling down? 
For a crown 
’Tis the waterworks—come to spend Christmas in town ! 
Or perhaps in disgrace 
It is leaving its place? 
Is it running away, 
Or but ‘out for the day ?” 
Or—ut this is too bad— 
Is it WOODHEAD gone mad 
And at large! We could furnish a reason. 
Hydiophobia—that’s it—from the recent dry season 


Of course you have heard of the Falls of Lodore, 
How the roar— 
If you e'cr read “ Bob Southey” 
(Vide Byron) and how the 
Jolly big row they 
Kick up is a singular thing in its way. 
Well, We venture to Say 
This huge torrent of spray 
Wil im >ress you far more than the Laureate’s lay ; 
ror in many a sheet, 
Trom the towering heights of en Alpine retreat, 
‘th water comes headiury down close to yuur feet. 





If friend Hefon, some night when he’s out on the sly, 
This wonderful cataract happens to spy, 

In some strain such as this he’ll excitedly cry— 

** You may lead me, a sacrifice meek, to the slaughitef, 
But torture me not with this wild waste of water ; 

It will break my poor heart.” Then our Joseph will die, 
Or worse than e’en this, he may—stop the siipply. 


The scenes which ¢omé next from the playbills appear 

To be painted by Herberte—all humbug—LanpsEgR |! 

At least Mr. Calvert half hinted as much, 

And besides—we could swear to the masterly touch, 

But hold—a thought sttikes us—we grow too prolix, 
And a fix 

We shall find ourselves in if the editor kicks. 

Yet the beautiful Palace of Coins, which comes next, 
Leaves us sorely perplex’t 

To think we must pass at this dreadfully shabby rate 
A scene so elab-by-rate, 


On the grand ‘Transformation ’tis simply absurd 
To venture a word; 
And with justice to speak 
Of all that’s worth mention would take up a week, 
And would fill a whole SPHINxX ; 
So suffice it to say 
**’Tis as good as a play” 
And *‘nods to blind horses being = to winks,” 
What is not described must be kindly inferred. 


LENVOL. 


Well, of course as we live in an age with a rage 

For goody in all mattets, shallow or sage, 
*Twould not do to depose 
(With its manifold foes) 

The doses deemed good for the good of the Stage. 

And indeed—when prescribed in the form of Miss Cross 
We are not at a loss 

To pledge our acceptance without “if” or “but” in it, 
And as to the moral we venture to draw, 
Tis contained in this saw— 

When you take a strange step—mind you don't put your foot in it. 


— 
> 


A SUGGESTION FOR CAPTAIN PALIN. 

GAIN insidious bits of orange peel abound upon our foot-paths, 
A Again we are in danger of broken arms, or contused shoulders. 
Of little avail is all the care with which we see middle-aged philanthre pists 
and elderly gentlemen painfully extruding this peccant substance into 
the gutter. We are persuaded that unless some systematic plan be 
adopted, the danger will continue to increase year by year, as do oranges 
themselves. We have then a suggestion to offer—not to the public, but 
to our chef de police, and as we do not often trouble him with advice, 
we trust that he will forthwith act upon it. Why should not his men, 
who seem generally to have little or nothing to do, be ordered strictly 
to remove every bit of peel from the foot-way? This would literally be 
appropriate to their vocation, For are they not Peelers? 





~— 
~>_ 


MIND YOUR HEADS! 


The persevering efforts of certain persons, unknown, to commit man- 
slaughter, by erecting in various suburbs huge hoardings, that af 
invariably blown down in every gale of wind, are so remarkable as to 
deserve the public chronicling, which we hereby give them, and which, 
we hope, their authors will appreciate and profit by. 





_— 
— 





CoNUNDRUM ON THE PATENT LEVER PrincteLe.—Why is a visitor 
in the neighbourhood of Charter-street likely to become a victim of im- 
pulse? Because it’s very difficult to keep a watch upon oneself in that 
locality. 

— 
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“MABEL GREY.” 


I“ HAT we have always maintained the morality of this generation 
was immaculate, our regular readers will be first to acknowledge. 
We have consistently exposed the churlish conceit of those antiquated 
fogies who complain that this age is worse than the last, and publicly 
avow their belief that the rising generation is a falling one. Especially 
has it been our habit to remark the self sacrificing zeal with which the 
purveyurs to the public refuse to pander to those few amiable weaknesses 
which that respectable body would be more than human if it did not 
occasionally indulge in. It is gratifying to be able to particularize the 
generality of our commendation by especial reference to the proprietors 
of one of the most respectable print-shops in Manchester. 

Passing by it a few days ago, we were gratified to observe, placed in 
the most conspicuous part of the highly respectable window, no less than 
twenty photographs—in various positions, costumes and colours—of a 
certain highly respectable young lady, who appears with such regularity 
at a certain place of instructive recreation, situate in London—but well 
known to all the young gentlemen of Manchester—as to induce many 
persons to believe that she is part and parcel of the highly respectable 
establishment. To extol greatness and extend appreciation of the great, 
is the part of every good citizen. It is, therefore, a most honourable 
endeavour to attempt to familiarize men, and still more, women, with 
the features of those fair ladies who have ‘‘ awoke one morning and 
found themselves ”—infamous. It is peculiarly meritorious to exhibit 
twenty photographs of a girl, who, humbly commencing a career of public 
usefulness behind a draper’s counter, subsequently imbued the stage 
with the refining influence of her pure presence; and then, with the 
suddenness of genius, achieved wealth, gorgeous raiment, and—a 
brougham. We are happy to see that the gentlemen to whom we have 
alluded are not the only ones who have paid this graceful tribute to 
genius. We know that there is hardly a respectable print shop in 
London or the provinces which has not honoured the likeness of George 
Peabody and Florence Nightingale with the company of this noble 
woman’s. But those gentlemen have pre-eminently distinguished them- 
selves by the enthusiasm with which they have done homage to this 
queen of half a world. The crowds of admiring ladies who daily con- 
gregate around these gorgeous photographs of an insipid girl, testify to 
the beneficial influence which they are exertingon mankind. Our print- 
sellers are disinterestedly attempting to bring virtue into fashion, and to 
cast vice into obscurity, 





Tt may be as well to note how this sort of thing strikes a stranger. 
The portraits to be seen in Exchange-street, and doubtless in other 
Manchester streets, are flaunted before the public gaze with equal shame- 
lessness in the shops of London; and this is what an American in 
England writes home to one of the New York journals :— 


Everywhere one portrait now strikes the eye. It is that of a beautiful 
young girl, fair and modest to all appearance, and evidently occupying 
a high position. She is in half the albums one opens, and soon will be 
in the other half—so rapidly is she becoming the vogue. Underneath 
the portrait, you will find written the name of Mabel Grey. And who 
is Mabel Grey? Some young lady who has distinguished herself. Yes, 
ruly—but not in the way. that honest women could bear to think of 
She holds a sort of official drawing-room every night at a casino in 
Holborn, and thither richly dressed women flock to pay her court, and 
envy her. You go to a theatre, and there in a private box, accompanied 
by men who keep in the background, is a young lady attired in a magni- 
ticent dress, and covered with diamonds, Her necklace might constitute 
4 King’s ransom—there are rings enough on her fingers to purchase a 
princely estate. The face is beautiful and intelligent. This is Mabe: 

irey, over whose portrait half England is going crazy. The thing takes, 
ind now by the side of Mabel Grey there appears another face, scarcely 
vess beautiful, and this is known as Marion Lee. As I go home through 
Xensington, it happens to me very frequently to meet a young person o! 
laultless figure, though short in stature, riding from the park. Hei 
sroom follows on a perfect bit of horse-flesh. hen if I chance to tak: 
t stroll in the Burlington arcade in the afternoon, [ see the same youny 
Jerson, dressed in velvet and Russian sables, and with one or two cava 

iers by her side. She is not yet quite the rage of the town, but Maron 
.e is on the high road to ‘splendid infamy.” You will sxe ne: 
vatrait side by side in every lady’s album. Will any one say, tien 

iat religion, moraitey, and social progress are not prospering more Unav 
<Ver in the midst of this vast and ever-growing city ? 


> 





AMBROSIAL MANNERS. 


HF following little interchange of amenities between the bench and 

the bar is so typical of the gentlemanly manner in which local 

learning is in the habit of treating local authority, that we transfer it 
from the columns of the daily press into our own, 

Tue BencH : We find that black is white. 

THE BAR: Do I understand the court to say that it actually decides 
against the view which has been advocated by the most able and eloquent 
counsel at the bar, whose ability and eloquence are only excelled by his 
good temper, and whose good temper is only excelled by his good 
manners ? 

THE BENCH: That the court does so decide is certain, but that you 
understand its decision—or, indeed, anything else—the court would be 
ery sorry to guarantee. In spite of all the evidence being to the effect 


* that black is black, we find that it is white, 


THE BaR: You don't, 
* THE BENCH: We do, 

Tue Bar: How dare you tell me you do, when I tell you you don’t? 
I know what little mind you have to be known better than you know it 
yourself, and.I tell you you don’t find anything of the sort. 

THE BENCH: We do. 
. THE Bar: Then, you're a fool ! 

THE BENCH: We state that black is white, 

THE Bar: Then you're a liar ! 

THE BENCH: Apologise—or we will bring the world to an end. 

THE Bar: In the interests of justice I called you a fool, and you are 
a fool. 4 

Tue BencH : Aré you prepared to apologise for calling us a liar? 

THE Bar: No. 

THE BENCH: Leave the court ! 

THE Bar: I won't. 

THE BENCH: Then let the world end ! 

(And the world did Nov end.) 


THE LOCAL BOARD. 


UR readers must not suppose, from our title, that we are about to 
discourse on carpentry, or upon something that can be nailed up 
(though the latter might be a process not altogether unwelcome to the 
general public), or about the longitudinal slabs which went to make 
coffins before coffins became “‘ sanitary,” and fit for the reception of the 
healthy defunct. We deal 
with the spiritual ; our Board is an aggregation of spirit—of mind—of 
knowledge ; and its only connection with carpentry is by means of its 
rules, commonly called by-laws. Now, how te ge: a Local Board into 
the world, this—if men only considered it by means of the Eternal 
Silence—would be a jolly poser. 





Of all these things we cannot treat here. 


For our Local Board is not a myth 
or phantasm, neither is it a nostrum or a dumpy leveller. Our Local 
Board .was got into the world by laborious up-bearings of the outer 
crust of society, by the agency of voting papers, and by the depreciation 
vf Chouser as against Flouser—by Twinter as against Squinter—and 
oy a dashing poem by Waxer, in a highly sarcastic view, to show that 
Raxer was an impostor by birth and education, neither of which— 
especially the former—had been neglected. We ourselves got a voting 
paper, closely pursued by the poem aforesaid, to take the taste out of 
yur mouth, like liquorice ; and we were so perplexed and exercised on 
che subjects therein treated, that we went down to the ‘‘ Wrangling 
Waggoner,” which is our nearest public-house, and a great blessing to 
che neighbourhood for up-and-down fights, as soon as the evening shades 
yrevail, where we stood glasses for ourselves, and consulted the com- 
We found 
hat, on the question of this Local Board, there was a spirit abroad that 
ould not be trifled with (by spirit, we don’: mean excisable liquor) ; 


pany from the rear of a slow and confusing tobacco-pipe. 


aere Was a deep and burning spirit—internal, not intestinal—amongst 
ne inhabitants, which was bringing on a local delirium tremens and 


seneral palsy of public opmion, which we felt we could not witness 
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without a thrill of joy at the thought of the blessing this Local Board 
was to the neighbourhood. 

We are residents of a suburb of the city of Micawber, a city so-called 
after the thriving colonist who first founded it, after having realized in 
his native country a large fortune from commissions in the coal and 
cannel trade. This suburb is named Old Thomas. The name is curious, 
but it is very ancient ; and we may say, for the benefit of gentlemen 
having a preference for London gin, that it is not to be confounded with 
Old Tom. The suburb of Old Thomas is adjoining the park of a gentle- 
man who lived the life of an anchorite, and had only one leading 
antipathy, which was—we put it shortly—cats. These he could not 
abide ; he long lived the pride of that country-side, and at length, in 
the odour of sanctity, died. In the middle of his park he built a gaol 
for cats, where they were imprisoned, and by some was called, in con- 
sequence, the Prison Humourist. He felt a pleasure in going into the 
cells of these cats—his trousers and jacket, his hat and paletot, all 
stuffed with dead robins, which, the cats smelling, caused them to send 
up towards the Empyrean a most infernal catterwawling, that rose, as if 
in a solid basaltic column, like a Giant’s Causeway of sound. We thus 
perceive that Old Thomas was an exceedingly eccentric personage, and 
that they only judged rightly who called him the Prison Humourist. 

From this eminent man the suburb we now write of, and in which we 
are rateable to the Local Board, confoundedly takes its name. The 
suburb of Old Thomas is situated on an elevated plateau, and there run 
at its base two of the foulest streams in the wide, wide world. The one 
is called the Gastarry and the other the Pigstuffy. They never both 
stink at once, but generously take it in turns. Mondays, Wednesdays. 
and Fridays the Pigstuffy walks into our houses ; Tuesdays, Thursdays, 
and Saturdays we are indebted to the Gastarry for a stench which wires 
in at the nose and out again at the back of your head—like nasty 
electricity. On Syndays there has been no understanding come to, and 
on that day, being a holiday, both these rivers stink like brethren in 
unity. Notwithstanding you will all gather from this description of our’s 
that Old Thomas—as Dr. Johnson said of Scotland—must be a very 
delightful country, sir, to live out of, we have, nevertheless, plenty of 
good houses in its vicinity, inhabited by merchants, artists, bankers, 
shopkeepers, lawyers, playactors, magistrates (no connection between 
the two), but not any clergymen. The moment a clergyman enters this 
community, the Bishop—who hates disagreeable savours—kicks him out 
again. The Bishop deals him a kick which, if the clergyman were 
standing on his head, would be called a nose-ender, saying in a loud 
voice, ‘‘ This from your beloved diocesan.” The clergy are a long- 
suffering body, and we are afraid that very often in these days they get 
more kicks than half-pence ; but when—as a regular thing—they receive 
the kicks without the mint or the cummin, as they have done gene- 
rally at Old Thomas, no wonder they fight shy of that odorous locality. 
It is rumoured that, in default of any other place of worship, the 
Mormons are going to settle down quietly on the hill-side, on the 
principle that, in a multitude of women, there is wisdom. But they 
must not be old women, for, in ecclesiastical matters, the ground is 
already well occupied. It is said—perhaps in joke—by many of the 
regular clergy, that if a Mormon were to ask for a license to libidinize in 
our suburb, he might have more success with the Bishop than a young 
Oxford clergyman. If we, as a lay preacher, could hold forth in the 
church at Old Thomas, we should ask the attendance of the prelate who 
licensed us, and address the congregation from the text, ‘‘ Now Barabbas 
was a robber,” and, as the ladies say of a kiss, that sermon would consist 
only of two heads and an application. 

* 7 * * + ” * 

Now the mayor, or town-clerk, or Mr. Rowbottom, or one of our 

councillors, when reading THE SpHinx—shall we say? (we fear it is 





80), out of the pockets of the ratepayérs—will shy in a chorus, ‘What 
on earth has all this to do with the Local Board?” To which, having 
constilted Mr. Lynde, who has accurate measurements of all his brother 
functionaries in his private memorandum book, we reply, ‘‘ Mr. Mayor 
and gentlemen,—when a rate is struck it need not be levied all at once ; 
wait and you shall have another instalment of ‘The Local Board.’ 
Wait, and above all things, learn to labour as well as wait. You are an 
interesting group; be, if you like, Christmas Waits—but avoid the 
wassail bowl. We propose to make ‘ The Local Board’ a litetary plank 
to carry you forward with the New Year, and may it be a happy one to 
all of us, including the police, who at this festive season appear to us to 
‘receive’ rather heavily about the head from the Irish ! 


—— 
— > 


A LONELY CHRISTMAS. 
1. 





Is this the end of it? 

Is this the end of blushing and sweet sighing, 

Of whispers, pleasuring her more than wit 

Pleasureth ears of men? Is Time denying 

The song which, like the lark, he sang as he was flying ! 


Il, 
This is the end of it, 
That, when Time’s wings should Christmas kindness waft her, 
She in this little lonely room doth sit, 
With sad, fire-watching eyes, while roof and rafter 
Elsewhere hang, holly-wreath’d, o’er genial Christian laughter. 


III. 
. This is the end of it, 
Of star that shines, of flower that uncloses, 
Of nightingale whose tawny wings alit 
Quiver with passionate long stress, while flows his 
Song, and the lingering eve is sweet and red as roses. 


IV. 
This is the end ef it : 
No more she and her sisters tange the clovers, 
No more for her the merry swallows flit 
About that once-glad manor house. Death covers 
The time, the golden time—the time of friends and lovers. 


v. 
This is the end of it : 
Silence for voices, sighing for glad singing, 
And flowers forgot, except when to the pit 
Of dark and narrow Death she wends, them bringing 
To graves of those whose mirth once with her own was ringing. 


VI. 
This is the end of it : 
Her guests are ghosts, and, as the night advances, 
Nought else her solitude doth intermit ; 
Nought has she of old Yules but memory’s fancies, 
And firelight on the walls which, unlike her, still dances. 


VIL 
This is the end of it t 
Fortune hath made her lone, and hath asunder 
Torn the sweet ravel which the years did knit ; 
Fortune, who gives to most amends for plunder, 
Altho’ she is to few a surnmer without thunder. 


VIIL 


This the end of it, 

Of joy ; but, ptomising an end of sorrow, 

The Lord of Christmas bids men to refit 

Their shipwreck’d hopes, till the last moon shall borrow 
Light, and the last night end, and morning have no morrow. 
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THE OWL AND THE CAT. 


[FROM ‘“‘THE CAT’S PILGRIMAGE,” BY 
J. A. FROUDE]. 


T was in the middle of the wood. The bush 
was very dark, but she found him by his 
wondetful eye. Presently, as she got used to 
the light, she distinguished a sloping roll of 
feathers, a rounded breast, surmounted by a 
round head, set tlose to the body, without an 
inch of a neck intervening. ‘* How wise he 
looks !” she said. ‘‘What a brain! what a 
forehead! His head is not long, but what an 
expanse ! and what a depth of earnestness !” 
The owl sloped his head a little on one side ; 
the cat slanted hers upon the other. The 
owl set his straight again; the cat did the 
same. They stood looking in this way for 
some minutes ; at last, in a whispering voice, 
the owl said, ‘What are you who presume to 
look into my — ? Pass on upon your way, 
and carry elsewhere those prying eyes.” 

“Oh, wonderful owl!” said the cat, ‘‘ you 
are wise, and I want to be wise; andI am 
come to you to teach me.” 

A film floated backwards and forwards over 
the owl’s eyes ; it was his way of showing that 
he was pl 

*«T have heard in our schoolroom,” went on 
the cat, ‘“‘that you sate on the shoulder of 
Pallas, and she told you all about it.” 

‘* And what would you knew, oh, my daugh- 
ter?” said the owl. 

‘* Everything,” said the cat — ‘‘ everything. 
First of all, how to be happy.” 

‘Mice content you not, my child, even as 
they content not me,” said the owl. “It is 

ood.” 


“ Mice, indeed !” said the cat. ‘‘No; par- 
lour cats don’t eat mice. I have better than 
mice, and no trouble to get it; but I want 
something more.” 

‘*The body's meat is provided ; you would 
now fill your soul.” 

‘I want to improve,” said the cat. ‘I 
want something to do. I want to find out 
what the creatures call my duty.” 

**You would learn how to employ those 
happy hours of your leisure—rather how to 
make them happy by a worthy use. Meditate, 
oh, cat! meditate ! meditate !” 

‘* That.is the very thing,” said she. ‘“ Me- 
ditate ! That is what I like above all things ; 
only I want to know how. I want something 
to meditate about. Tell me, owl, and I will 
bless you every hour of the day, as I sit by the 
parlour fire.” 

‘*T will tell you,” answered the owl, “ what 
I have been thinking of ever since the moon 
changed. You shall take it home with you, 
and think about it, too; and the next full 
moon you shall come again to me: we will 
compare our conclusions. 

“Delightful! delightful! said the 

‘What is it? I will try this minute.” 
' From the beginning,” replied the owl, 
“four race have been considering which first 
existed—the owl or the The owl comes 
Sone the egg, but likewise the egg from the 
owl.” 

**Mercy !”" said the cat. 

‘*From sunrise to sunset I ponder on it, oh 
cat! Whenfl reflect on the beauty of the com- 
plete owl, I think that must have been the first, 
as the cause is greater than the effect. When 
I remember my own childhood, I incline the 
other way.” 

**Well, but how are we to find out ?” said 
the cat. 

** Find out !” said the owl, ‘‘we can never 
find out. The beauty of the question is, that 
its solution is impossible. What would become 
of all our delightful reasonings, oh, unwise cat ! 
if we were so unhappy as to know ?” 


cat. 





**But what in the world is the good of think- 
ing about it, if you can’t, oh owl ?” 

** My child, that is a foolish question. It is 
good, in order that the thoughts on these things 
may stimulate wonder. It is in wonder that 
the owl is great.” 

“ Then you don’t know anythingat all,” said 
the cat. ‘* What did you sit on Pallas’s shoul- 
der for? You must have gone to sleep.” 

** Your tone is over flippant, cat, for philo- 
sophy. The highest of all knowledge is to 
know that we know nothing.” 

The cat made two great arches with her back 
and her tail. 

** Bless the mother that laid you,” said she. 
**You were drop by mistake in a goose 
nest. You won’t do. I don’t know much, but 
I am not such a creature as you, anyhow. A 
great white thing !” 





THE BLIND ASYLUM CHAPEL. 
[To THE EDITOR OF THE SPHINX.] 


S1r,—I read with much pleasure the article 
in your last number on the Old Trafford Blind 
Asylum Chapel. I was glad to see justice 
done in your sketch to the memory of the late 
Rev. Mr. Buckley. The outer world, who 
know little of the history of this Institution, is 
apt to condemn him ; but those who had the 
privilege of his acquaintance knew him only as 
a high-minded, Christian gentleman, whose 
heart was open to the voice of sorrow, and 
who, in his generosity and true liberality, did 
not let the left hand know what the right 
hand did. With regard to the chapel. You 
are quite right as to the expensive character of 
the pews. With a view to aid the then clergy- 
man, the congregation, some years ago, volun- 
tarily taxed themselves to the tune of 4s. a sit- 
ting, in order to pay the choir (a voluntary 

ift), and for the cleansing, &c., of the church. 

his has ever since been paid without much 
murmuring, for, although heavy, the congre- 
gation felt they had it in their power to stop 
the supplies, or control its disbursement. The 
church has now undergone quite a new phase, 
and yet the present rulers, in their bills just 
published for the past half-year's pew-rent, 
very modestly insert the vate as part of the 
debt. Can anything be more absurd than to 
demand rates from a congregation whilst deny- 
ing to that congregation all right to interfere 
with its expenditure? If the pew-rents are not 
high enough in the opinion of the committee, 
let them, by all means, be raised, but let them 
expunge from their,bills this voluntary rate. I 
maintain that it is absurd, and contrary to the 
general order of things, to ask for this rate. It 
formed no part of the original income of the 
church, but was substituted fora yearly volun- 
tary collection. Now the chapel is in the 
hands of a committee, the congregation is 
without a pastor, the ordinary pew-rents are 
amply sufficient not only to pay the Institution’s 
chaplain, but the choir and other incidental 
expenses, and still leave a surplus. Then why 
are we, irresponsible and helpless outsiders, to 
be thus taxed at the caprice of a committee? 
Can you say a word to help the apparently help- 
less congregation ?—Y ours, 3. L. 

Manchester, 28th Dec. 





Dr. Arnold once lost all patience with a dull 
scholar, when the pupil looked up in his face 
and said, ‘‘Why do you speak so angrily, 
sir? Indeed, I am doing the best I can,” 
Years after the doctor used to tell the story to 
his children, and say, ‘‘I never felt so ashamed 
in my life. That look and that speech I have 
never forgotten.” 











BLACKBURN’S MAYOR, 


T the annual dinner of the Blackburn 
Licensed Victuallers’ Association, 
the borough members were present, but 
the mayor presided and gave the finest 
zest to the amy: “Tt would be im- 
ossible,” says the Preston Herald, “to do 
justice to the vigour and energy of our 
thoroughly Lancashire mayor’s utterances 
on this occasion by any translation of ours. 
We therefore give them in their native 
brusqueness, only regretting that words 
reproduce so inadequately the inimitable 
toneand manner of the worshipful speaker.” 
And certainly the speeches are very funny. 
Toasting the Army and Navy, his worship 
said :— 

Th’ next toost is “th’ army, th’navy, and t’vol- 
unteyers.” Nah, at present time, theyr’sa greyt 
cry about th’ army and’t navy. 1d might be 
th’ opinion o’ some peyple in this kuntry ‘ut 
we con do without taxus, as sum peyple preych 
up, but weh con’t do without both th’ army 
and th’ navy, and theyse lads want summat to 
eyt and drink. Theyre's two sorts ov heconomi 
for this kuntry, theyre’s uh foolish heconomi 
and theyre’s a wise un. There’s such a thing 
as lettin’ a lot o’ things goin to roch for yers, 
and then havin’ em all to fotch up agean. ‘Trew 
heconomi is t’ be reddy fer war at ony minnit. 
If, in ’Merika, or onywere else, they've getten 
a ten-punder, let’s be able to send a twelve at 
’em. But at same time we wunt men at head 
o’th’ army and navy as ’el say a word and it’s 
dun when they’ve sed it. Wer obleged to 
keep t’ army and t’ navy in that way, with 

nm 42 macheenury und pawer to make ’em 
elt, und awl this costs summat. We heva 
third, and that is t’ rifle corps, und I believe as 


if they’re called upon they'll be reddy t’ feyt for 
this kuntri, und I hev gret, plesure in giving t’ 
toast. 


When the Mayor came to the next toast, 
he observed— 


I see int’ next toast on t’ pregram ah shel 
wunt to mak a little alterashun. It’s ‘‘The 
Lord Bishop and clergy of the diocese.” Ah 
wunt to had th’ ministurs of all religuns to this, 
as ah should not perpows this toast as it stands 
for ony society. I don’t believe i lettin one 
class o’ parsons hev it 0’ to therselves. Ah hev 
great pleasur in movin thet Lord Bishop and 
clergy and the ministurs o’ hawl denominashuns 
—an hawl o’ 'em together, preysts an awl, 


After this little oration, “By Celia’s 
Arbour” wassung ; and then his worship 
had another opportunity, in “returning 
thanks” for the magistrates and corpora- 
tion, In this speech his worship showed 
himself to be a practical man. He said— 


We wur still-born in Blegburn twenty yer 
ago; we wer without money, we hed now 
legacies left us, an yet we'd all t’ sewerage o’ 
this town to dew, an it’s well known that t’ 
working clesses of this kuntry cannot hev good 
helth iv there issn’t good sewerage. Two yer 
sin Halderman Stones an me went to Croydon, 
and t’ sewerage of that borough cost them 2s. 
in the pound on th’ rates, and now they’ve a 
hincom off it. They’ve taken land, they've 
hirrigated it, and mak ther muck hinto munney. 
Has to our streets, it’s well known by anybody 
who walks through Blegburn—an God forbid 
we should ever have another famin—bud it wor 
a blessin in a sannitarry point of view. We 
got 130,000 pund from t’ Poor Law Board, and 
without that famin we should not hev hed these 

aved streets, thow God forbid we should hev 
tagain. We hev spent of that something like 
£120,000 in our streets. Taking Blegbum 
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streets for 21 yers, we hev spent now less then 
375,000 pund—and ov that we owe about 
£220,000, Nah, let me tell you whad, we 
mun hev money, and this is nowt upon Bleg- 
burn to good streets. We've now gret landed 
property like Liverpool, Manchester, Preston, 
and other cities, wher they’ve property, but we 
stand equal to them in rates to-day. We hev 
hed now fayther before us, nor muther nauther. 
I say, asa corporate body, we hev every one 
tried to do their best, and I may say this ther 
is not a corporation with better practical men 
then Blegburn hes to-day or hes had fur seven 
or ten yer—men who thurroly hunderstand hit, 
every one in ther hown spear as a hincorperated 
boddy, 


As the evening advanced, the worthy 
mayor became more genial, without any 
loss of shrewdness. With three times 
three his health was drunk; upon which 
he rose and said— 


Mr. Feilden, I thenk you for the hansome 
manner in which you hev proposed my toast, 
not only just as Mr. Feilden, but as Lord of 
the Manor of this town. I think it a honour of 
itself to have a member of Parliament and the 
Lord of the Manor to propose a toast to a poor 
man like me. And I thank you, gentlemen, 
for the invitation to-night; an’ he is a poor 
mon who cannot enjoy hissel when he’s among 
lads as he were browt up wi.’ Wherever I go, 
I like to enjoy mysel, because | go among 
gradely lads. I don’t know as ever I spent a 
ansomer evening than to-neet. I'm not one as 
hes a klassikel heddikashun. I’m like this 
man (Mr, Cocker). I’ve been born i’ Bleg- 
burn—bud I believe that deeds an’ akshuns 
speyks better than heddicashun. And I wor 
glad when Alderman Thompson named abowt 
th’ working classes of this town. And tho’ I 
know it is not a political meeting, I can say as 
there’s as good hearts beneath fustian as under 
black cloth—I say all credit to this borough. 
And L hope as th’ working classes will think 
for thersels, and not be gulled with chaff. I 
’ope that the working classes will think of the 
men of 1862 and 1863, who didn’t fill their 
bellies with chaff, but bread and cheese. You 
wouldn't find these men agitating then, because 
men and women and children wanted some- 
thing i’ ther belly. You do find Lord Derby 
going to Manchester, and giving his four or five 
thousand to th’ hungry poar. Though, as 
Mayor, I am not in a poliuical meeting, but I 
do say to every working man i’ Blegburn, 
**Think of 1862-3-4," and show who filled 
ther belly. And i think they will not forget 
it. Think of the men who did their best for 

e, not by going about trying to agitate, like 
Bright, but keeping out of the way of the relief 
meetings, where they wanted some brass. 

From all which it appears that if Black- 
burn’s Mayor is not a man of high culti- 
vation, he has qualities which explain and, 
perhaps, justify his rise to his present 
august position. 





TO READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS, 

In consequence of the unexpectedly large demand for 
the SpAine of last week, the number for December 26th 
is practically out of print, only a few copies (less than a 
score) remaining on hand. Early application should be 
made by those who desire to complete sets. 

Communications for the Editor should be addressed 
to the Sphinx Office, 14, Market Place, Manchester 
Every manuscript should bear the name and address of 
the sender. All contributions are attentively considered, 
and unaccepted MSS. are returned on receipt of stamp» 
for postage. No replies or MSS. can be delivered on 
personal application 

Business communications and advertisements should 
be addressed to Tus Manager, 14, Market-place, 
Manchester. 





MART’S MART'S MART’S 
TEA AND COFFEE 


MART. 


STRONG USEFUL TEA, 2/2 per lv. 


SPLENDID BREAKFAST CONGOU, 
2/6 per Ib., 

BEST VALUE IN THE CITY. 
CHOICE MIXTURES OF TEAS, 
2/8 per lb, 3/- per lb. 3/4 per lb. 
ALL NEW SEASONS. 


The last-named Mixtures are all strongly recommended, 
as they combinestrength and body with richness of flavour. 


N.B.—J. B. Mart effers the finest Teas at prices not to 
be met with at any other house in the trade, 





OBSERVE THE ADDRESS: 


wT. B. MART, 


110, BOROUGH BUILDINGS, 
LONDON ROAD, 
MANCHESTER. 





M. CARVER’S PRIZE MEDAL 

LOCK STITCH SEWING MACHINES.—For all 

kinds of manufacturing and domestic purposes. Manu- 

factory and Show Rooms, Park Works, Park-STREET, 
Curernam Hit Roap, near Ducie Bripor. 





MMHE PRINCESS SEWING MACHINE. 
Price £5, Complete. The Best Hand Lock-Sitch 
Machine in the market. 
Depot: 67, OLDHAM STREET. 
J. HODGSON. 


Bveoraieity IS LIFE. 


CURE YOURSELF BY THE PATENT SELF-ADJUST- 
ING CURATIVE AND ELECTRIC BELT. 


Sufferers from Nervous Ailments, Painful Dreams, In- 
digestion, Debility, Weakness, &c., can now cure them- 
selves by the only ‘‘ guaranteed remedy ” in Europe, pro- 
tected by Her Majesty's great seal. Free for one stamp, 
7 H. JAMES, . (Medical Electrician to the London 
Hospitals), Percy House, Bedford Square, London. 

N.B.—Medicines and fees superseded. References to 
the leading physicians of theday. CAUTION.—To guard 
against counterfeits, I have appointed no licenses. 





SAM’S LONDON CHOP HOUSE, 
COCKPIT HILL, 


Beninp THe 'Bus Orrice, Marker Srreer, 
8. STUDD, Proprietor. 











THE NEW 





ee PERFUME. 


LANCASHIRE WITCHES’ BOUQUET, 
A most delicious and permanent perfume for the 
handkerchief and toilet. 


Prepared only by 
MOTTERSHEAD & CO., 


1, MARKET-PLACE, and corner of ST. MARY’S GATE, 
MANCHESTER. 


+ "Te ED “= 
TVEETH FIXED WITHOUT PAIN, 
A Single Tooth.......... 28. 6d. 
SS Roe 
JORDAIN’S Patent Self-Adhesive ARTIFICIAL TEETH 
without Springs, Wires. ur unsightly Fastenings of any 
kind. Fixed in a few hours, without pain or removal oj 
stumps. They fully restore the power of mastication and 
articulation. Decayed Teeth Puinlessly Filled with Pearl- 
white Ename 2s 
190, OXFORD STREET, MANCHESTER, 
(same side as All Saints’ Chureh), 
Consultations free, from 10 till 8. 








CONCERNYNGE 
“'Y' MANCHESTER PYPE,” 


Communicated by the Ghost of Sir Walter Raleigh, 





A sceptredde Kynge, who wore ye British crowne, 

When bells and cap righte better hadde him suitedde, 

Tryed hard to put man’s sweetest solace doune— 

Among some other notions wylde he mootedde, 

As wychcraftedeeminge ague and rheumatick, 

And treatinge them untoe ye cure aquatick, 

Which failynge—as yt sometymes didde somehowe~ 

He’d supplemente with faggotte, fire, and towe, 

Weak gizzardedde! ’tis easie toe construe 

Why ’gainst my baccy thy aversionne grewe ; 

Toe be in fashionne thou ysmokinge tryed, 

Which ynside out yturnedde thy ynside.— 

Oh! had’st thou knowne offe LAMB’S RENOWNED 
PYPES, 

Thou had’st notte felt gymnasticks in thy trypea, 

But puffedde in peace and growne a wiser Kynge, 

To wytcherafte uppe and—everie other thynge,—~ 

Syth, as itis, thye ‘Counter-blast” ing witte, 

Ye moderne notions will in no wise fytte ; 

Soe fare ye weel, old regal cockolorum, 

Yacobus Primus, Bex Brittaniorum | 





LAMB’S PATENT PIPES, 
The coolest, sweetest, and most economical Pipe ever 
invented.— Prices from 1s. each. 
LAMB, 20, CROSS STREBET, 


(Opposite the New Stock Exchange), 
Manchester. 


IEBIG COMPANY’S EXTRACT OF 
MEAT.—HAVRE EXHIBITION, OCTOBER, 1868, 
GOLD MEDAL; PARIS EXHIBITION, 1867, TWO GOLD 
MEDALS.—CAUTION. None genuine without Baron 
Liebig’s (the inventor) certificate being on every jar, ac- 
companied by full directions for use. Sold by a)! Italian 
warehouses, chymists, and grocers. Great economy and 
improvement in cookery. Finest moeat-flavouring oo 
dient. Highly strengthening for invalids and children. 


Christmas and Hew Pear's Gitts, 
NONE 80 SUITABLE AS A 


WHEELER AND WILSON 


WORLD-RENOWNED 


SEWING MACHINE. 


These celebrated Machines ar now rendered 


PERFECTLY SILENT IN WORKING 
By a New and Adjustable Feed Motion, secured by Royal 
Letters Patent. 

OVER 330,000 HAVE BEEN SOLD. 

ALL MACHINES WARRANTED—INSTRUCTIONS FREE 

4@ During the Holidays every retail Purchaser will 
receive, gratis, a Rovat Caart (single. 20s.), to enable 
anyone to cut a Lady’s Dress in Five Minutes. 
GENUINE ONLY FROM THE COMPANY’S DEPOT, 
22, OLDHAM STREET, 


MANCHESTER. 


CAT TOS CREAMADORO 
is the only reliable preparation for restoring grey 
hair to its original colour and effectuully curing baldness. 
In addition to numerous testimonials from medica] men 
in all parts of the kingdom, Dr. Muspratt, of the College 
of Chemistry, has kindly forwarded the following :— 
“I have carefully analised Clayton’s Creamadoro for re- 
storing the human hair. Its stimulating and cleansing 
properties are excellent. 
SHERIDAN MUSPRATT, M.D., F.R.S., &c." 

Agents ;—London, Butler and ; Edinburgh, 
Liverpool, York, Raimes and Co.; Manchester, Wolly, 
Market-street, and John Heywood, Deansgate, 
respectable chemists and stationers, and may be bad from 
he Laboratory, 68, Rosamond.street, East, Manchester, 
in cases, on receipt of 3s. in stamps. 


HE TURKISH BATH, Broughton-lane, 
has been completely renovated. Is now RE-OPENED 
under the persunal superintendence of Mr. and Mrs. Potter. 


——— 
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HOTELS, RESTAURANTS, ETO. 


BOOKS, &c. 


SALES BY AUCTION. 





HE CONTINENTAL RESTAURANT, 
T 99 & 101, OXFORD STREET, MANCHESTER. 


EON, DINNERS, AND SUPPERS. 
Loc Binse Service and the most moderate charges, 


Exclusively for Gentlemen after T p.m. 
e Original Wholesale Manufacturer of FRENCH and 


Th 
ITAINE ICES, supplied to the principal 
we ay Confectioners, and Restaurants in Manchester. 


N.B.—Public and Private Picnic Parties, Soireés, Balls, 
&c., supplied at a few hours’ notice. 
J. CAVARGNA, Proprietor, 


HOMAS’S CHOP AND SANDWICH 
ROOMS, 8T. ANN’S PASSAGE, 
ENTRANCE FROM 
KING STREET, CROSS STREET, 
AND 8T. ANN’S SQUARE. 
THOMAS STUDD, Propnriszror. 


Tarrteen Years wirn Mr. Brown. 
MRS. CHARLESWORTH, 


CHOP AND STEAK HOUSE, 
85, CANNON STREET. 


YTEWART’S TELEGRAPH DINING 
HALL, Halfmoon-street. Soups in variety: best in 
the city : from ten till four. 


UROPEAN SEWING MACHINE> 
Complete, Lock Stitch, from 64 Guineas, 


W. HARRISON, Proprietor, 
118, PORTLAND STREET, 
(ff Oxford Street. 


HOMAS CAVANAH, late Practical] 
Foreman to Kendal, Milne, & Co., Upholsterer, 
Cabinet Maker, General er, Iron stead and 

Bedding Warehouse, 81 Oxford-street, Manchester. 
R. FORREST, Sutiquarign.— 

e Old Books, Prints, Curiosities, &c., 
BOUGHT AND SOLD ON COMMISSION. 

A large Collection of Shaksperian Illustrations, &o., &c. 


on Sale. 
17a, CARLTON BUILDINGS, COOPER STREET. 


JOHN GILLIES, 
Upbolsterer and Cubinet Maher, 


GENERAL HOUSE FURNISHER, 


DINING ROOM, DRAWING ROOM, AND BED ROOM, 
FURNITURE IN GREAT VARIETY, 


1&5, OXFORD STREET. 
(Lmmediately opposite the Prince’s Theatre), 


























MANCHESTER, 
Ten per cent. cheaper aun ene other house in the city. 
MATHER’S 
RIENTAL ROSE CREAM. 


EXTRACTED FROM THE CHOICEST 
ROSE LEAVES, 
Removes Scurf, strengthens and imparts a gloss (witb 
out the use of Pomades) to the Hair, and prevents Bald 
ness, even restoring growth in many cases whicl 
sppear hopeless. 


Bold be all Chemists, in bottles, at 1s., 2s. 6d., and 5s 
each, Tw carriage 


elve bottles sen’ on receipt of 
12s. in stamps. . - - 
WILLIAM MATHER, 
14, Bath Street, New; Street, London, E£.C.; 


19, 
Hanging Ditch, and 109, Chester Road, Manchester. 


RUPTURES—Exaipirion Prize MEDAL, 
1862, was awarded to R. WESTBURY, Inventor 
and Sole Maker of the IMPERCEPTIBLE CURATIVE 


TRUSS. Deformity I 
a ormity Instruments, Elastic 








valid euplionces, 
2%, OLD MILTGATE. MANCHESTER 
HRISTMAS PRESENTS and NEW 





Price 1s. 
Or? HALL RHYME. 


WORKS BY R. R. BEALEY. 
FTER BUSINESS JOTTINGS. 


Price 1s. 
IELD FLOWERS. 


Price 8s. 
MANCHESTER: JOHN HEYWOOD. 


ANCASHIRE SONGS. 

**1t’s Courtin’ Neet,” and ‘‘Th’ Bonniest Lad i’ 
tachda’.” Words by R. R. Beaver. 

Manchester: KF HENRY & CO., 8t. Ann’s Square. 








U 
in Practical Chemistry. Analysis and Chemical Investi- 
gations undertaken. Hupson & Liqatsown, F.C.8., &e 


QALFORD CARRIAGE WURKS, 


or jobbing. 


THE PUBLIC MAY ALWAYS DEPEND 


HEMICAL LABUKATORY, 
68, CORPORATION STREET.—Pupils instructed 





GORE STREET, NEW BAILEY. 
Carriages and Light Tra 
irst-class style and finish. Estimates given for new work 


O, PAPA, BUY ME A NICE 
ROCKING HORSE, 

or a CHRISTMAS BOX. You can buy one for 18s, 6d at 

)WEN’S, who have also the best and cheapest CHRIST- 

MAS STOCK of TOYS, GAMES, and FANCY GUODS in 


he City, 
At 1, OLDHAM STREET. 


Repaired and Painted in 








UPUN 
GETTING GOOD TEA AT MODERATE PRICES 


aT THE 
Pea ESTABLISHMENT, 


58, PICCADILLY, which is opposite the end of 
?ORTLAND STREBST ; or at the one 


147, OLDHAM STREET, 
which is the corner of SWAN STREET, Manchester. 


WILLIAM SATTERTHWAITE, 
TEA MERCHANT, PROPRIETOR. 


THE PUREST MANUFACTURED COCOA 
1s 
“SATTERTHWAITE’S GENUINE TRINIDAD.” 





pOsePu TAYLOR & CQ.,, 
AUCTIONEERS, 

\CCOUNTANTS, VALUERS, ESTATE AND GENERAL 
BUSINESS AGENTS, 


17, Cross Street, Mancu 
Awp CenTrat Buitpinas, Dewsrury. 


A QUARLUMS, made upon an improved 
rinciple, warranted not toleak. Glass all round; 
wtefully mounted ; gilded, and fixed on polished stands ; 
witable for the drawing-room ; léin. by l2in. by 10in., 
6s. each; GOLDFISH GLOBES, beautifully mounted, 
‘0 hang or stand, and to 
he window, luncheon bars, and public rooms; a pretty 
wnament, 10 in., 6s. each. 
nm application. 
MANUFACTURER of the IMPROVED RAILWAY 
JARRIAGE KEY, made to close, for the waistcoat pocket, 





vithout one. 
Manufactured by D. MARGETTS, 
General Lamp Works, Leopold-street, Birmingham. 


carry flower vase; suitable for 
Eugravings and particulars 


post-free for 14 stamps. No railway traveller should be 


PRELIMINARY ANNOUNCEMENT. 
T M. FISHER, SONS, & SMITH, are 
e favoured by instructions from the Assignees of Mr. 
William Richardson Roebuck, a 2 to OFFER 
FOR SALE BY PUBLIC AUCTION, at « time and place 
of which due notice will shortly be given by subsequent 
advertisement (subject to certain conditions of sale and 
to certain charges which will be set out in such condi- 
tions), ali that Valuable ANNUITY, equal to one-half of 
the net — of the old-ostablished business of Richard- 
son Roebuck and Co., Grocers, &c., carried on in Market 
Place, Manchester, secured by a certain deed dated lst 
May, 1808. ‘Ihe annuitant is now of the of 46 years, 
or tuereabouts.—Further particulars may be obtained of 
Messrs. | awrence Hardwick und Co., Solicitors, 157, Fen- 
chureh-street, London; Messrs, SALE, SHIPMAN, and 
CU., Solicitors, 29, Booth-street, Manchester, where a 
copy of thedeed creating the annuity may hereafter be in- 
spected ; and of the Auctioneer, 16, Tib Lane, Manchester. 


pote ty 
7 ‘ 
R. D. ALONZO MORRIS has been 
instructed to SELL BY AUCTION, on Thursday, 
the 7th day of Jopuesy, 1869, at the Shaw Hall Milis, 
Newton Moor, near Hyde, Cheshire, commencing at 
Eleven o’clock prompt, the whole of the MOVABLE 
ype neo = other Valuable KFFECTS ; comprising 
60 sking skips, with covers; 108 duffing sk 55 
bobbin skips, wort skips, scales and weighta* Sranreeel 
with scales and weights, on mahogany stand; beam 
scales and weights, new yarn tester, platform weighing 
machines, cop tubes. packing paper, bundling, spindle, 
and rolier banding; a large quantity of new aud useable 
leather strapping, filating and card clothing, new; new 
clearer and roller cloth, roller skins, and a large quaptit 
of the usual stores in a spinning concern ; together wit 
new and old wrought iron, new castings in iron and 
brass; one patent grinding machine, new; card cans, 
change wheels, and pinions ; about 600 gross of spools for 
slubbing and roving frames, and 400 gross of skewers for 
ditto, a large quantity of new fittings for spinning 
machinery, and utber effects, too numerous to mention. 
Catalogues will be ready on Tuesday next, —For further 
particulars apply to the Auctioneer, 13, South King- 
street, Manchester; ortoJOHN KERR, Eaq., Accountant, 
28, Faulkner-street, M r. 











PRIVATE CONTRACT, 
ACHINERY.—Six Breaker Carding 
Engines, 40in. by 40in., 20in. doffers, with four 
rollers and four clearers, by Threlfall ; ten ditto ditto, 
with five rollers and five clearers, by Sevilleand Wolsten- 
holme ; one set of drawing frames, three heads of four 
deliveries, with coiler, can and stop motions, by Hibbert 
Piatt, and Sons; one slubber, 60 spindles, 10in. lift, by 
Elce and Sons; one ditto, 94 spindles, 8in: lift, by Hib- 
bert and Platt; two intermediates, each 140 etn, Tin. 
lift, by ditto; two pairs self-actor mules. 534 and 450 
spindles, 15in. long, 1 5-16 gauge.—For further particulars 
apply to Messrs. D ALONZO MORRIS & BROWN, 
Auctioneers and Valuers, 13, South King-st., Manchester 


OE WARP-SCOURING, WASHING, 











AND SIZING MACHINE, by Sykes of Rochdale. 
nearly new; One Willow, din. wide, with 12in 
diameter, by Hall of Saddleworth; Counter Shaft for 


driving willow, 4ft. 4in. long, by 2}in, diameter, with 
two pulleys, l5in. diameter, Sin. fuce; Two Cast-iron 
Beams, each $ft. 2in. | by 7in.; Two Hangers, brass 
steps, and rack strap guide ; Two 40in. Piecing Machines, 
with Leech’s tly attached, 40 buckets, 1] straighteners 
and rubbers, by Preston and Dania; One Grinding Ma- 
chine, for rollers and clearers, with regulating screw, by 
T. Holt of Rochdale ; Two Billies, each with 120 spindles, 
17in. long, 3}in. gauge, fitted up for piecing machine, by 





T= PATENTEE and SOLE MANU- 
FACTURER of the AMERICAN PRINTED PAPER 


VINDOW BLINDS has some pleasure in informing bie 
*riends, the public, and more especially the ladics, that 
vithin, or during three months past, not less than ha)f-a- 
nillion of these blinds have been consumed in Yorkshire 
nd the Midland Counties of Kngland. Millions have 


White Felted ones are equal in [ apmeee se to the purest 
dleached linen. The Widths of printed ones are, 38 
nches, 43 inches, 50 inches, 54 inches, and 60 inches. The 
atter are a suitable for sun blinds for shops. 
Chey are made _$ length, to suit any window. Prices, 
Sin, 24d per yard; 43in. 3d. per ya 
yard; 5éin. 4d. per yard ; 60in. 44d per } 
Prices for the White Felted Blinds: 
For 2 yaris long, 38 inches wide.. ..6d. or $d_per yd. 
For 2 yards long, 43 inchés wide....74. or 34d. peryd. 
For 2 yards long, 50 inches wide.. ..8d. or 4d. per yd. 


Pad dg 4 — 

Sold by Paper- ers in eve’ wn in 

rom 4 PEDMUND GRIME, Patentee 
MOUNT 


en sold since they were first patented, in 1864. The 


rd; 50in. 3jd. per 


Postaye Stamps received for Sample Blinds, which will 
the Kingdom, or 








YEAR'S GIFTS, in great variety and choice desi-n-, 





Silveramith, 9, Market-street. B.—A bona fide Dis- 
count of 10 per cent during December and January. 


at W. BATTY’S, Watch a ey weary Jeweller, and, 


O MORE BRUKEN SADH LINES. 


Preston and Dania; 48 Billy Bobbins, $2in, by 4)in.; One 
Twining Mill, 160 spindles, 40 drawers, 6}in. face, by 
Preston and Dania.— Apply to Mr. David Morris, mil) 
valuer, &¢., Royal Exchange, Manchester; or to Messrs 
D. ALONZO MORRIS and BROWN, Auctioneers ana 
Valuers, 18, South King-street, Manchester. 





UNSTANTINE’S TURKISH BATHS, 
for Rheumatism and Colds. 

ONSTANTINE’S RUSSIAN. BATHS, 
for Kheumatism and Colds. 

((ONSTANTINGS VAPOUR BATHS, 


for Rheumatism and Colds, 
28. OXFORD STREET, ST PETER’S 
CHRISTMAS AND NEW YEAR'S 


ELEGANT PERFUMED SACHETS 
COMPLIMENTARY CARDS, NOTE PAPER, ETC., 


MANUFACTURED BY 


BOBERT TAYLOR, 64 & 66, DEANSGATE. 


Chromo Prints, Embossed and Cut Out Flowsrs, 
Figures, &c., for Scrap Books and Screens, 








STREET PAPER MILLS, ANCOATS, 
N 


Manchester. 
Use the Everlasting CATGUT SASH LIN ’S, 
lied 
pecnkoden, 20, Old Millgate, Man: 











- 


only the sle Agtuin, HEATON & ROGERSON, eyeRy WQVELTY IM ALBUMS, SORAP BOOKS, ETO 
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THE “MANCHESTER” LUNCHEON BAR (*™™.5idkzons."°?) 30, MARBLE STREET, "i3a9%72 


Large Doce Sample Glass Sherry and Sandwich, 4d. Superior Stout or ‘Ale and Sandwich, 84. 
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EADINGS.—EDWIN .WAUGH. 
Address: 1, SAGAR STREET, MANCHESTER. 


OMONA 





during the Season. 
BAND AT SIX O'CLOCK. 
Admission 6d.—No extra charge to the Palace. 


UVEEN’S THEATRE. 
BOY BLUE, the PANTOMIME of the WORLD. 
Nightly, at Seven. 
| A perfect ovation recta Mr. WESTON. Nightly. . The 
|Transformation and Ballet never équalled. . Witness Boy 
|Blue’s Great Little Army. At; seven, Dame: Nursery's 
|Comic Alphabet and Apple Pie ; balf-past, the ny Cell; 
jat eight, Grand Ballet Lovely: Nymphs, a la Watteau ; 
|quarter past eight, The Exci Procession to the World 
sere hes half- -past, Grand Drill of Boy Blue’s Army, and 








ack’s Castle; at nine, the Unequalled Transfor- 
mation -—Dol -— at his Tric ks ; half- Oriel’s Feats ; 
at ton The 


ESTON, Manager. 


UEEN’S.—Mr. WESTON’S. PANTOMIME 
NIGHTLY.—A perfect ovation nightly greets BOY 








QO reanas WESTON’S PANTOMIME 

NIGHTLY.—The greatest Transformation Scene 

omens fl in the provinces. 

(\UEENS.—Mr. WESTON'S PANTOMIME 

() NIGHTLY.—The Grand BALLET of LOVELY 
NYMPHS. 








i notre WESTON’S PANTOMIME 





/ \UEEN'S.—Mr.. WESTON’S PANTOMIME 
NIGHTLY.—The Wonderful LILLIPUTIAN ARMY. 


. WESTON’S PANTOMIME 








NIGHTLY. — The Dear LITTLE CHILDREN’S 


IC ALPHABET. The little darlings, only One 
Shilling to circle. _ 





JANUARY,—J. P. WESTON, Manager. 





GARDENS. 4 
Open every Monday, Wednesday, and Saturday, | RIGHARDSON, ROEBUCK, & CO.’S 


The ThreeGuinea Family] Hamper contains: 


ouildren, | ls, cay to cle By ona nian bo The Two Guinea Family Hamper contains: 


NIGHTLY.—The novelty is the WORLD of Toys. 2 One Guinea Family Hamper contains: 


 TOHN BLAKELEY, 
GERMAN FAIR.) 21, 


NEW YEAR'S GIFTS. 
HAMPERS FOR PRESENTS) 


(Purveyors to. to Her Majesty). 


6lb. Best Black T 
One Fancy Box Fes Plums. 
; One Prime Ham; 
One Ditto’Ox Tongue. 
Box: Dessert’ Raisins. 
lb. Jordan Almonds. 
x Eleme Figs. 
Box Elva Plums. 
Box Crystallised Fruits. 
Bottle Ginger Liqueur. 
Pot of Potted Pheasant. 
Pot of Potted Hamburg Beef. 
Pot of Cossaques. 


6lb. Best Black Tea. 
Fancy Box French. Plumas. 
8b. est Valencia Raisins, 
3Ib. Finest Currants. 

lb. Mixed Peel. 

oz, Mixed Spice. 
Box Eleme Figs. 
Box Dessert Raisins. 

Ib. Jordan Almonds. 

x Cossaques. 

Pot of Potted Tongue. 
Pot of Potted Hare. 
Bottle Ginger Liqueur. 


2lb. Best Black Tea. 
Fancy Box French Plums. 
4lb. Double Refined Sugar. 
. Demerara Sugar. 
2lb. Finest Valencia Raisins. 
2b. Finest Currants 
Ib. Mixed —s Peel, 


oz. Mixed 8 
Box Finest . 
Bottle Ginger Liqueur. 


PROPRIETOR, 
MARKET PLACE, 


MANCHESTER. 





WHAITE’S, BRIDGE STREET. 


WHAITE’S, BRIDGE STREET. 





ALEXANDRA 
HALL 


INING ROOM, 


Next Door to the Frez Trape Hatt, 
PETER STREET, MANCHESTER, 


Proprietor « + - - R. ASHCROFT, from London. 


SOUPS from 9 a.m., 4d. 
DINNERS from 12, ce | Meat, Bread and Vegetables, 


Cup of TEA or COFFEE, with Bread and Butter, 5d. 
Cup of TEA or COFFEE, with plate of Meat, 8d. 
BMOKE ROOM. 
ALL THE NEWSPAPERS OF THE DAY. 
pence Oo - Oe 
Best LAVATORY and other conveniences in the City. 








ALL THE YEAR ROUND. 


SE PRITCHARD’S TEETHING 
AND FEVER POWDERS. They are excellent) 
for a three months to twelve years, for Stor 








ree and | svoae ry in hn 
Sold by by all if Choralote 1] Ap 
67, CHORLTON no A sinaeaiicaiel eK x 
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INDIAN RUBBER, sheet, 


NEW YEAR'S WINE. HAMPERS 


SILVER CHRISTMAS TREE,|BLAKELEY | BROTHERS, 


The Three Guinea Wine Hamper contains: 


The Two Guinea Wine ‘Hamper contains: 


The One Guinea Wine Hamper contains: 


FOR PRESENTS 


2 Bottles Superior Pale Sherry. 
2 Bottles Superior Port. ‘ 
2 Bottles Superior Claret. 
2 Bottles Superior Champagne 
Louis rer, Carte Blanche). 
1 Bottle Superior Hock. 
1 Bottle Milk Punch, 


10. 
1 Bottle Choice Old Brandy (Hennessy’s). 
1 Bottle Cheice Old Whisky. 


2 Bottles Superior Sherry. 

2 Bottles Superior. Port. 

2 Bottles Superior Claret. 

1 Bottle Superior. Champagne 
(Louis erer, Carte Blanche). 

1 Bottle Chotee 5 Old Brandy (Henessy’s). 
ttle Choice ran en 8 

1 Bottle Choice Old Whisky A 

1 Bottle Choice Milk Punch, 


1 Bott Superior Sherry. 
1 Bottle Superior Port. 

1 Bottle Superior Champagn 

1 Bottle Choice a Teunenty 8 
T Bottle Choice Old 


1 Bottle Best London Gin” AUCTIONEERS AND VALUERS 


Orders may be forwarded to the care of 


PREF AEDEOR, ROEBUCK, & O0O., 


4) MARKET PLACE, MANCHESTER. 
1905, aaa BLAKELEY, 


iain Tea, wy 
Dinner Chops or nies th Vegetables and Bread ( 


Mancuesrer.—Printed 





HE ‘ENGLISH _ASSURANGH 
COMPAN 6 
Chief Offices, Palmerston Buildings, London, 
ESTER OFFICES ; ’ <] 
BRIDGEWATER CLUB CHAMBERS, KING STREE 
ROBERT wr Esq. Major of Manehister 
John King, oe wm Cotton Spinner, C! 
. pee? Mills, Manchester... Th 
oseph Sint iompson & : 
Grampa tis, ills; and Fountain women 04 
Bankers—Cénsolidated’ Banke 
FIRE DEPARTMENT. 
Rates of Premium and Conditions.—The rates will 
found fully as eo a! other fir | 
class companies, 6 bound 
strictions of the combined ‘offices. 7 
LIFE DEPARTMENT: 
Moderate Premiums. Fixed and Jijbéral sw 
values of not less than 85 per cent,—A few 
C WHEDTEN 
— BURY, Resident Secretary, 


ALBERT 
LIFE ASSURANCE company} 


ESTABLISHED 30 YEARS. 
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Capiital.....++seeeeeeressese vase ennyinn aS B00000) 
Annual Income........1 +4002 0004 ++ 00+8860,000- 
New Premiums for 1867... .....++s0+0000++20,000— 
POLICIES PAYABLE DURING LIFE. | 


NON-FORFEITABLE ASSURANCES. 3 
PAYMENTS TO CEASE AFTER TEN YEARS, 
Braxcu Orvicys—131, MARKET STREET. 

, 8, P. BIDDER, MANAGER 


SMOKE PREVENTION. ‘ 
AMILTON WOODS AND 00) 


LIVER FOUNDRY, 


ORDSAL LANE, SALFORD, 
MANUFACTURERS OF D._ K..CLARK’S PATENT, 
call attention to the arrangement for this 
in use at the above Works, where particulars of é, 
may be obtained. 

No will be made for Fitting Boilers, 

—s arrangement proves efficient. 
NOTICE OF REMOVAL. 


HE ENGLISH & FOREIGN: LIBRARY 
has Removed from 25 ‘Bt 








|| Mary’s-gate, — Ringe gubscr! 
worl 10s, 6d., 
8|changed at coe 


Lists, &c., free. 
we fc 2 . Be 





SUCCESSFULLY RE-O 

0. 6 ST. MARY’S-GATENE 
BEST RESTAU OitaNT iN ENGLAND 
from 12 to 8 pas] 


Coffee 
Soups he Cote Aes agouti “iba 
Wines, Spirits, Ale, Guise a a 


Bandwiches = 1d. to 4d. 


Sausage and Mashed Pe from 10 till 12) and ¢ 
a Bor Sd 
Soups, 6d. 


utes), 1s, 
- Small ditto, .9d. 


D. ALONZO MORRIS AND BROWN, 





13, SOUTH KING STREET, 
MANCHESTER. 


and Published for 
by Jonx eereses. ae 141 ae. Deanngte 
















PRORRIETOR. 


street, Manchester. 


SYine vias San bas hae . STATHAM & 00 


_ | Farah tered rotor. Batanga, 30 
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